Watch  out^  you'll  spill  the  beans  .  .  . 


". . .  but  before  you  say  any  more,  I  want 
to  ask  you  one  question. 

''Why  do  they  use  pictures  of  pretty 
girls  in  advertisements? 

"And  while  you  are  thinking  about 
what  you  are  going  to  say — 

"I  will  tell  you  this  much: 

"  Many  pretty  girls  like  a  MILD  and 
PURE  cigarette  that  TASTES  BETTER 
. .  .  and  that's  Chesterfield 
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WRAPPED  IN  DU  PONT 
NO.  300  MOISTURE. 
PROOF  CELLOPHANE  ... 
THE  BEST  AND  MOST 
EXPENSIVE    MADE 


©  19J2,  Liggett  &  Mvibs  Todacco  Co. 


GOT  A  DATE  TONIGHT?  Hear"Music  that  Satisfies" 
—  Nat  Sliilkret's  Cliesterfield  Orchestra  and  romantic 
songs  by  Alex  Gray.  Nearest  Columbia  station,  10:30  E.  s.T. 
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He    (over  phone)  :    "Is   this   the 
Salvation   Army?" 

The  Salvationelly :   "Yes." 

He:  "Do  you  save  bad  women?" 

She:    "Yes." 

He:   "Well,  save  me  a  couple  for 
Saturday  night." 

Buffalo  "Bison." 


"Sire,   there  is  a  lady   without." 
"Without    What?" 
"Without  a    last    line    for    this 
joke." 

Notre  Dame  "Juggler." 


"How    come    you're    on    proba- 
tion?" 

'Cause  I  took  a  girl  out  for  a 
ride." 

"Nothing   wrong   about   that,    is 
there?" 

"No,  but  the  dean  picked  her  up 
as  she  was  walking  home." 

"Brown  Jug." 


THERE  SHE  GOES 

She  is  witty  and  wise  and  not  much 
size, 
With  a  mind  that  is  as  deep  as 
oceans: 
She   is   not   so   pretty,    nor   so   fast, 
but — 
When   she   walks   —   Oh,    Boy! 
What  motions. 

"Carolinian." 


"Darling,    I    love    you    for    your 
beauty  and  culture." 

"Youse  wouldn't  kid  me,  would 
yuh?" 

"BroLVn  Jug." 


'Twas  the  morning  after  the  night 
before: 

The  cat  came  home  at  the  hour  of 
four: 

The  innocent  look  in  her  eyes  had 
went, 

But  in  its  place  was  a  look  of  con- 
tent. 

Columbia  "Jester." 


Love     is     a     feeling.     Generally 
around! 

Tennessee  "Mugwump." 

m     *    » 

"Have    you    seen    the    new    fall 
dresses?" 

"No,  what  are  the  girls  showing 
this  season?  " 

Arizona    "Kitty-Kat." 

"Hell,   yes,"  said  the  devil  pick- 
ing up  the  phone. 

Dartmouth  "Jack-o-Lantern." 


Perfect 

Facilities 

For  Entertaining 


The  Georgian  provides  each 
hostess  with  the  services  for 
the  perfect  arrangements  most 
appropriate  to  her  plans,  the 
handling  of  her  entertainment, 
large  or  small. 

All  Wedding  Parties— even  the 
Wedding  itself  and  the  Recep- 
tion following  are  held  here 
with  the  exceptional  success 
that  is  perfection. 

Full  Dining,  Catering,  and 
Banquet  Services  available  in 
spaciousness  with  complete 
privacy. 


An  Address  of  Distinction 


D.WIS    AT   HINMAN 
Evanston 


A.  E.   Degerman 
Manager 

Telephone  GREENLEAF  4100 


ONE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


NOT  ACCIDENTAL 

No  accident  or  circumstance  is  responsible  for  the 
solid  reputation  of  Aimer  Coe  &  Company.  For 
more  than  45  years  this  institution  has  been  dis- 
tinguished tor  its  leading  work  in  the  optical  field, 
and    is    so    recognized    by    leading    Eye    Physicians. 

That  Is  your  guarantee  of  the  scientific  accuracy 
and  skill  with  which  your  Aimer  Coe  "Precision 
Made"  glasses  are  made  and  fitted. 

See  the  newer  and  improved  types 
and    styles    with    rims    or    without. 


Aimer  Coe ^^  Company 


PRESCRIPTION 
OPTICIANS 


Wr 


PRECISION    MADE 

G  LAS  S  E  S 


1645  ORRINGTON  AVE.— EVANSTON 
105  N.  WABASH       18  S.  LA  SALLE      78  E.  JACKSON  BLVD. 


Quality 
Photography 
for  the  Syllabus 

Since  the  beginning  of  this 
school  year  the  Matzenc  Studio 
has  photographed  hundreds  of 
students  for  the  1933  Syllabus, 
official  yearbook  of  Northwest- 
ern University.  We  offer  you 
the  same  quality  and  service 
that  we  have  given  the  Syllabus. 

MATZENE 

The  Syllabus  Photographer 

IN  EVANSTON 
16  18   Orrington   Avenue  Greenleaf   4221 

IN  CHICAGO 

6    North   Michigan    Avenue  Central    7003 


SAFE! 

An  Irishman  was  telling  his 
friend  of  a  narrow  escape  in  the  war. 

"The  bullet  went  in  me  chest  and 
came  out  me  back."  said  Pat. 

"But."  answered  his  friend,  "it 
would  go  through  your  heart  and 
kill  you." 

"Me  heart  was  in  me  mouth  at 
the  time,"  came  the  quick  reply. 

Penn.   "Punch  Bowl." 


"Do  you  object  to  petting?" 
"That's  one  thing  I   have  never 
done  yet." 
"Petted?" 
"No,  objected." 

"Temple  Owl." 

•  ■  ■ 

She:    There  are  a  lot  of  couples 
that  don't  pet  in  parked  cars. 

He:    Yes,    the   woods   are   full   of 

them.  ,,„.      ^ 

Rice  Owl." 


Husband:  What  kind  of  a  day 
did  you  have? 

Wife:  Rotten.  The  iceman  didn't 
come,  there  were  no  canvassers  and 
now  you  come  home  dead  tired. 

"Brown  Jug." 

A  CYCLE 
They  walked  by  each  other. 

Their  eyes  met. 
They  rode  together 

Their  eyes  met. 
They    went   to   the   preacher. 

Their  souls   met. 
They  lived  together. 
Their  lawyers  met. 

John   Hopkins   "Black 

and  Blue  Jay." 

Once  upon  a  time  a  girl  went  rid- 
ing with  a  man  and  when  they 
reached  a  dark  lonely  road  he 
stopped  the  car  and  said:  "Girl, 
there's  something  wrong  with  the 
engine.  So  .  he  gets  out  and  opens 
his  tool  kit  and  proceeds  to  repair 
the  engine:  gets  back  in  the  car  and 
drives  the  girl  home.  Moral:  Don't 
go  out  with  a  mechanic! 

Missouri  "Showme." 


Commander:  "Now,  suppose  you 
are  on  your  post  one  dark  night. 
Suddenly  a  person  appears  from  be- 
hind and  wraps  two  strong  arms 
around  you  so  that  you  can't  use 
your  rifle.  What  will  you  call 
then?" 

Cadet:   "Let  go.  Honey." 

Illinois  "Siren." 
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DO      YOUR       SHOPPING 


At  the  Charity  Ball 

You  will  be  proud  to  have 
her    wear    a    corsage    from 

Evanston  Flower  Shop 

162  5  ORRINGTON  AVE. 

Cut  RoiVers  and  plants  for  all  occasions 

GreenlEAF  8841  We  Deliver 
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WATCHES  JEWELRY 

REPAIRING 

Lee  Nelson 

1626  Orrington  Ave. 
University  0461 
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PROPOSITION 
Theorem — If  you  love  a  girl  she 
loves  you. 

Given — You  love  a  girl. 

To  Prove — That  she  loves  you. 

Proof: 

1.  All   the   world   loves   a    lover 
(Shakespeare) . 

2.  Your  girl  is  all  the  w^orld  to 
you    (evident). 

3.  Your  girl  loves  a  lover   (Sub- 
stitute   (2)    in    (i). 

4.  You  are  a  lover  (Hypothesis). 
Conclusion — Therefore  your  girl 

loves  you. 

Boston    "Beanpot." 

Betty  Co-ed:  "I  hear  she's  an  art- 
ist's model  now." 

Charlie  Kaydet:    "She  would  be. 
Anything  to  show  her  operation.  " 

Georgia  Tech.  "Yellow  Jacket." 


Old  Gentleman  (bewildered  at  an 
elaborate  wedding) — Are  you  the 
bridegroom? 

Young  man — No,  sir.  I  was  elim- 
inated in  the  semi-finals. 

Nebraska  "Aivgwan." 


The  trouble  with  most  freshmen 
is  that  they  think  the  university  is 
a  place  to  come  and  play.  This  also 
applies  to  the  sophomores,  juniors, 
and  seniors. 

Wisconsin    "Octopus." 

Neighbor:  "I  hear  you  have  a 
new  baby  in  your  house.  Is  he  go- 
ing to  stay?" 

Child:   "Well,  it  looks  that  way 

now.     He's  got  all  this  things  off." 

Anapolis    "Log." 

Getting  the  baby  to  sleep  is  the 
hardest  when  she  is  eighteen  years 
old. 

"White  Mule." 


UP-TO-DATE 
Young  Jimmy  was  pushing  his 
baby  sister's  perambulator  down 
the  street.  "Hey,  Jimmy,"  called 
his  buddy  from  across  the  street, 
"do  you  get  paid  for  that?" 

"Naw,"    replied   Jimmy   disgust- 
edly,  "this  is  a  free  wheeling  job." 
Nebraska  "Awgioan." 

To  discover  whether  an  ostrich  is 
male  or  female — tell  it  a  joke. 
If  he  laughs,  it's  a  male. 
If  she  laughs,  it's  a  female. 

Carnegie  Tech.   "Puppet." 


Have 

you 

discovered 

the 

New 

Student 

Book 


Sell  your  books. 
It  saves  you 
money. 


Exch 


9  The   operation   of 

the  student  book 

exchange   is   very 

arlye  .  simple.      You    list 

your  books  with  us 

—  put    your    own 

resale    price    on 

them  ...  we  sell  them  for  you  ...  we  take 

10%   to  cover  part  of  the  overhead,   and 

pay  you  when  books  are  sold. 

^  When  buying  al- 
ways look  for  a  book  exchange  book.  You 
will  be  helping  another  student  and  also 
saving  money.  The  success  of  the  exchange 
depends  upon  the  students,  and  we  advise 
buying    and    selling    through    this    medium. 


FOR  THE  STUDENTS'  BENEFIT- 
NOT  FOR  PROFIT 


INCORPORATED 

Fountain   Square  Evanston 

The  University  Book  Store 
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at   1232   Central   Ave.,   Wilmette,    Illinois.     JSntered   as    second-class   matter   at    the   post   otfloe   at 

Wilmette,   Illinciis,  January  1,   1932.     Tweuty-flve  cents  the  copy,   $1.75   the   year. 


FIVE 


P  L  H  P  L  t  ^P  A  R  ROT 


i  Music  by  I 

I       WAYNE  KING       I 
I  BERXIE  CUMMIIVSi  I 


f  Guests  Mvili  include 

~~^  Hil^iDl  IICAY 

CLA1R.A,  LU,  ANID  IM 

AI^TyyiR.  LAKE 

DORAS  I^OiiDINIS 


a 


«  Other  g 

i     STAGE  STARS  .  .  .  MOVIE  STARS  .  .  .  RADIO  STARS  I 

I  CHARITY  BALL  I 

f  Comtes-^  of  NORTHWESTERN  CO-OP  1 

SIX 


An  Object  Lesson 
On  the  Old  Proverb 


Charity  Begins  at  Home 


SEVEN 


N O 


H 


P  U  R  P 


V  O  L  .     X   I  — N  O 


EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

Harry  L.   Arnold 

ASSOCIATE  EDITORS 

John    K.    Northw.iv 

EDITORIAL  STAFF 

Wilfred     Millircn  John     Fjiwcoit  1_ 


ART  EDITOR 

VctJ    Windsor 

ART  STAFF 

Bctlv    Ross 

M 

BL-rnard    Beck 

J. 

Eliznbeth    Channel 

Ma 

Dick    Cragg 

\V 

EXCHANGE    EDITORS 

Fe  rn  c    N  a  t  h  c  n  SO  n  M  a  u 


CONTRIBUTORS 


Virgie    Shaw 
Jane   Lyman 


Henry    Stimsoi 
EroU    Wilk 


A         HAMMER  AMH 


^Xr/I      V      E      R 

s 

1      T 

y 

-^P  A  R 

R 

O 

T 

y\-  -               ^  E  « 

R  U  A 

R  Y  ,      1 

9  3  2 

BUSINESS  MANAGER 

Howard    Dean 

ASSISTANTS 

Emmenegger        Syd    Middleton        William    Hcnnings 

ADVERTISING  MANAGER 

Robert   Crew 

ADVERTISING  SOLICITORS 

e    Arnold  Dave    Matthews  Lucille    Tannrath 

ry    Cole  Clark    Johnson  Wheeler    Tracy 

SECRETARY 

Marjorie    Cooper 

SUBSCRIPTION    MANAGER 

Betty   Barker 

SUBSCRIPTION  STAFF 

z    Awty  Betty    Keek  Mary    Louise    Dillon 

SERVICE  MANAGER 

Henry    Slimson 

CREDIT  MANAGER 

Julian    Lofland 

FRESHMAN  ASSISTANTS 

h    Jonus  Dick    Savors  Frank   Neuncebel 

OFFIN  PUBLICATION 


N 


N 


N 


Member    Mid-Wesf    College    Comics    Association.      Copyright    1930   by  Students    Publishing   Co.      Exclusive   reprint   rights 
granted  to  Ctil^^UmOr  Magazine.    Entered   as  second  class  matter  ai-  the  post  office  at  Wllmette,   Illinois,  January   I,    1932. 

Twenty-five    Cents    the    Copy.      $1.75    the    Year. 


The  International  Joke  Fest 

As  this  is  a  humor  magazine  and  supposedly 
devoted  to  things  amusing  and  funny,  it  seems  entirely 
proper  to  mention  here  the  farce  which  the  pohtical 
science  department  has  recently  sponsored.  The  Chmo- 
Japanese  conference  has  been  a  huge  success  in  that  it 
gave  the  desired  opportunity  for  members  of  the  faculty 
and  student  body  to  state  frankly  their  opinions  of 
each  other  under  the  guise  of  a  heated  international 
argument.  As  far  as  its  effect  is  concerned  the  geology 
department  would  realize  just  as  great  success  were 
they  to  hold  a  seven-day  conclave  known  as  an  indigna- 
tion meeting  against  rains  in  March.  To  have  this 
great  and  magnificent  student  body  of  Northwestern 
University  go  on  record  as  opposed  to  the  conflict  in 
the  East  is  a  noble  attempt  at  insignificant  international 
meddling.  The  results  will  be  just  as  astonishing  and 
surprising  as  if  a  half-wit  had  tried  to  put  out  the 
Chicago  fire  with  a  tin  cup.  In  other  words  the  whole 
thing  looks  silly,  and  far  beneath  the  dignity  of  a  sup- 
posedly serious-minded  department  of  this  University. 

EIGHT 


Leap  Year  Propaganda 

There  has  been  considerable  agitation  in  collegiate 
newspapers  in  the  last  year  on  the  general  subject  "dutch 
dating.'  and,  at  last,  our  own  beloved  Last  Word  has 
felt  the  call  of  duty,  and  added  its  name  to  the  ranks 
of  the  leap  year  loyalists.  These  men  have  thrown  a 
challenge  to  every  woman  on  this  campus,  and  it  is  up 
to  those  women  to  make  the  next  move.  The  column 
has  suggested  the  organization  of  a  "leap  year  week" 
in  which  the  women  will  be  entirely  responsbile  for  the 
presence,  entertainment,  and  conduct  of  the  men.  Leap 
year,  along  with  square  dances  and  mistletoe,  used  to 
be  great  sport,  but  apparently  the  young  ladies  of  our 
present  generation  have  delved  more  thoroughly  into 
the  piscatory  instincts  of  the  male  and  feel  no  necessity 
to  risk  their  dignity  to  attain  his  company.  Are  the 
women  of  Northwestern  University  too  proud  to  act 
for  one  week  the  part  of  the  usually  aggressive  male? 
The  numerous  difficult  details  of  dating  with  which  a 
man  is  thoroughly  familiar  might  well  be  learned  by 
the  women,  and  might  lead  to  greater  consideration  on 
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their  parts  during  normal  dating  periods.  In  like  man- 
ner the  problems  of  dating  which  confront  a  woman, 
might  well  be  learned  by  the  men,  and  might  lead  to 
a  more  sympathetic  attitude  on  his  part.  It's  just  pos- 
sible also  that  a  week  of  this  nature  might  prove  really 
entertaining.  Let  the  women  call  for  the  men  at  the 
fraternity  houses,  and  let  the  men  keep  them  waiting 
while  they  make  final  half  hour  adjustments  on  their 
ties.  Let  the  women  worry  about  transportation  and 
expenses,  and  let  the  men  giggle  hilariously  at  the  sug- 
gestion of  dinner  at  the  Drake,  and  look  only  indif- 
ferently pleased  at  the  suggestion  of  a  movie  at  the 
Varsity. 

This  sort  of  thing  is  carried  out  successfully  at 
other  universities  and  is  one  of  the  big  events  of  the 
year.  At  the  University  of  Washington  it  creates  more 
excitement  and  discussion  than  the  Junior  Prom  and 
the  Senior  Ball  put  together.  Is  Northwestern  too  con- 
servative to  take  a  step  of  this  kind,  or  are  the  women 
and  their  spirit  of  cool,  dignified  sophistication  (in 
many  cases  entirely  pseudo-)  entirely  responsible  for  the 
non-encouragement  and  non-nourishment  of  this  plan.'' 

This  editorial  is  intended  to  stir  some  resentment 
amongst  the  women,  and  we  are  still  confident  that  at 
least  they  won't  take  an  editorial  beating  indefinitely 
without  making  some  effort  to  defend  themselves.  Send 
your  comments  to  the  Last  Word  or  to  the  PARROT 
and  let  the  campus  see  the  justification  for  the  women's 
disinterestedness  and  inactivity  as  regards  the  challenge, 
couched  in  no  uncertain  terms,  which  has  been  aimed 
and  thrown  very  accurately  at  them. 


Charity  With  a  Smile 

Northwestern  has  had  a  lot  of  experience  with 
Charity  this  year,  but  she  has  proved  a  hard  mistress. 
There  was,  for  example,  the  mud  festival  last  fall  in 
which  twenty-two  men  submitted  to  a  two-hour  beauty 
treatment  in  order  that  this  school  might  lose  a  big 
slice  of  the  money  it  had  agreed  to  set  aside  for  Charity. 
Later  there  was  that  game  with  Purdue  which  gave 
charity  to  everybody  except  the  school  and  the  team 
that  had  worked  all  fall  to  gain  a  clear  title  to  the 
conference  championship.  Purdue  students,  Michigan 
chappies,  and  a  lot  of  other  unemployed  people  got  the 
charity,  and  we  were  left  with  little  faith  and  no  hope. 

It  is  a  pleasant  surprise,  therefore,  to  learn  about 
Charity  ball,  as  who  hasn't  been  doing  as  a  result  of 


all  the  publicity  these  past  few  weeks?  Here  is  charity 
that  is  sugar-coated  and  will  be  easy  to  take,  since,  for 
the  first  time,  there  is  every  assurance  that  the  student 
will  get  his  money's  worth.  Of  course  it  was  good, 
noble  fun  to  give  all  that  money  to  the  unemployed 
last  fall,  but  it  was  a  good  deal  like  offering  a  man  the 
loan  of  your  belt  and  losing  your  trousers  in  the  bar- 
gain. The  ball,  in  contrast,  promises  to  be  so  much 
fun  in  itself  that  the  average  student  will  probably 
forget  about  the  chairty  end  altogether.  He  may  wake 
up  Saturday  morning  with  a  slight  headache  and  sweet 
memories,  but  at  any  rate  he  won't  get  out  of  bed 
wondering  where  that  championship  is  that  his  school 
almost  had  the  day  before. 

All  in  all,  the  Charity  Ball  personnel  deserves  not 
a  little  commendation  for  the  way  in  which  it  has  gone 
about  its  business,  and  for  the  party  it  seems  to  have 
conjured  out  of  thin  air.  Two  orchestras,  a  splendid 
dance  floor,  celebrities  to  entertain,  and  a  carnival  on 
the  side — these  combined  will  make  the  sometimes  un- 
pleasant operation  of  removing  money  from  the  stu- 
dent's pocketbook  so  painless  as  to  be  a  pleasure. 

It  is  interesting  to  compare  this  party  with  the  late 
and  more  or  less  unlamented  Junior  Prom.  Tradition 
says  that  the  Junior  Prom  is  one  of  the  big  social  events 
of  the  year  at  the  university.  Tradition  hasn't  heard 
of  the  Charity  Ball.  Yet  this  two-year  old  baby 
that  "jest  growed  up"  is  pushing  its  big  sister  out  of 
the  limelight.  Ball  tickets  sell  for  three  dollars,  and 
the  committee  in  charge  hopes  to  show  a  profit  greatly 
in  excess  of  that  of  $1,300  made  last  year.  Prom 
tickets  sold  for  four  dollars  and  fifty  cents,  the  party 
was  held  in  a  much  less  elaborate  place,  two  orchestras 
of  brilliant  mediocrity  furnished  the  music,  and  a  profit 
of  only  a  few  hundred  dollars  was  shown.  It  can't 
be  that  Prosperity  has  come  back  since  December,  so  it 
must  be  that  the  Juniors  of  this  year  arc  painfully  un- 
skilled in  the  midwifery  that  brings  forth  good  parties. 
There  wasn't  even  the  excuse  of  Charity  to  provide  an 
alibi  for  the  booting  around  of  a  once-good  dance.  Just 
the  same  it's  a  pity  that  the  Ball  has  to  come  along  and 
make  the  Prom  suffer  that  much  more  by  comparison. 

But  be  that  as  it  may,  we  were  talking  about  the 
Ball.  Polly  has  dedicated  this  issue  to  the  affair,  and, 
if  the  publicity  stories  have  all  been  correct,  she  is  glad 
to  add  her  commendation  to  what  promises  to  be  a 
bang-up  affair.  Maybe  Cummins  et  al  could  be  pur- 
suaded  to  take  over  next  year's  Prom. 
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Prexy's  Day  As  It  Isn't 

(Judicsously  Anonymous) 


(The  following  is  an  imagina- 
tive day  in  the  life  of  Prexy.  if 
what  the  students  say  and  think  is 
true.  And.  as  John  Riddell  would 
say,  "Meaning  no  offense." 

6:30;  Kicks  hot  water  bottle 
away  from  feet  and  gets  out  of  bed. 
Takes  off  night-cap  and  flannel 
night-gown.  Puts  on  flannel  under- 
wear. Breaks  ice  on  water  in  pitcher 
in  bedroom,  pours  some  in  the  tin 
wash  bowl  and  bathes.  Shaves  with 
cold  water,  plain  soap,  and  straight- 
back  razor. 

7:00:  Eats  breakfast  of  fried 
mush,  flannel  cakes,  and  buttermilk, 

7:30:  Reads  Springfield  Repub- 
lican, New  York  Times,  and  Chris- 
tian Advocate.  Reads  financial  news 
to  see  what  university  investments 
are  doing.    Groans. 

8:00:  Hooks  up  galluses,  puts 
on  wing  collar,  shines  his  shoes,  and 
paints  a  smile  on  his  face.  Dons 
coat,  puts  plenty  of  sharp  lead  pen- 
cils in  pocket,  puts  on  reefer  and 
derby,  and  starts  forth  to  work. 
Bows  and  speaks  to  everyone  he 
meets  under  the  impression  that 
they  are  students.  Two  elderly 
ladies  consider  having  him  arrested 
for  making  advances. 

8:50:  Arrives  on  campus.  Stu- 
dents say  "Hello."  Instructors  say, 
"Good  morning,  President  Scott." 
Professors  say,  "Good  day.  Doc- 
tor." 

9:00:  Arrives  at  office.  Hangs 
coat  on  coat  hanger,  puts  derby  in 
hat  box,  and  sits  down  at  desk. 
Relaxes  for  first  time,  and  after 
unbuttoning  vest  buttons,  quits 
smiling  and  feels  happy. 

9:00-9:30:  Writes  letters  to 
millionaires  all  over  giving  them 
honorary  appointments,  inviting 
them  to  games  and  dinners,  telling 
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them  that  Northwestern  is  an  in- 
stitution of  social  service,  and  ask- 
ing, incidentally,  have  they  made 
their  wills. 

9:30:  Buttons  up  vest  and  calls  in 
Dean  Jimmy  for  a  conference.  Dean 
Jimmy  pulls  out  note  book  con- 
taining seventy-five  newly  type- 
written pages  reporting  what  every 
man  in  school  has  done  the  last 
twenty- four  hours.  Two  decid; 
that  nobody  has  done  anything 
which  might  cause  bad  publicity  for 
university,  so  no  action  will  be 
taken.  Dean  Jimmy  tells  Prexy  two 
new  funny  stories  to  replace  two  of 
the  old  ones  in  Prexy's  speech. 
Prexy  frowns. 

10:00:  Conference  with  Dean  of 
Women.  She  brings  in  long  list  of 
girls  who  got  in  at  1:05  last  Sat- 
urday. Prexy  gives  her  lecture  on 
morality.  She  takes  notes  so  she  can 
give  it  to  President  of  W.  S.  G.  A. 

10:30:  Conference  with  Doc 
Howard  on  what  the  personnel  of- 
fice has  been  doing  lately.  Howard 
reports  that  two  new  people  have 
been  added  to  the  force,  and  that 
a  freshman  who  got  into  the  office 
by  mistake,  thinking  it  was  a 
geology  lab,  had  been  interviewed, 
his  case  considered,  and  advised  to 
go  one  floor  further  up.  Prexy  de- 
cides to  raise  personnel  budget  for 
next  year. 

11:00:  Washes  for  lunch  with 
Ivory  soap.  Rides  "L"  to  Loop  and 
gives  speech  to  Chicago  Alumni 
Association.  Members  faint  when 
he  includes  one  of  Dean  Jimmy's 
new  stories.  Members  laugh  in  po- 
lite amazement. 

1:00:  Visits  McKinlock.  Eyes 
sparkle  as  he  sees  new  buildings. 
Remembers  to  take  up  with  Gar- 
wood matter  of  giving  Old  College 
another  coat  of  paint  this  Spring. 


1:30:  Rides  back  to  Evanston 
on  "L."  Drops  off  at  business  of- 
fice for  talk  with  Dyche.  Two  read 
with  interest  afternoon  paper  which 
reports  estate  of  late  millionaire. 
They  get  out  typewritten  copy  of 
his  will,  look  at  it,  shake  hands, 
and  wink. 

2:30:  Drops  in  at  Psych  lab  and 
looks  over  some  I.  Q.  exams  given 
to  freshmen.  Wonders  whether 
he'll  get  old  Army  job  back  if  we 
go  to  war  with  Japan.  Sees  Mor- 
gan writing  new  book  and  frowns. 
Decides  to  rewrite  his  old  "Psy- 
chologv  of  Advertising."  Thinks. 
"Well,  Morgan  didn't  think  up 
that  Gold  Medal  slogan,  anyhow." 

3:30:  Drops  in  at  office  and 
looks  over  afternoon  mail.  Also 
picks  up  copy  of  morning  Daily, 
and  glances  over  it.  Sees  article 
which  might  cause  bad  publicity, 
and  decides  the  editor  should  be 
toned  down.  Wonders  vaguely 
who  is  editor. 

4:00-5:00:  Straightens  up  desk, 
changes  ribbon  on  typewriter,  and 
finding  nothing  else  to  do  goes  out 
and  talks  with  the  publicity  men 
for  a  while. 

5:30:  Goes  home,  after  setting 
smile  carefully. 

5:45:  Takes  off  collar  and  puts 
on  house  slippers,  and  goes  down- 
stairs and  fires  the  furnace. 

6:00:  Eats  dinner  of  fried  mush, 
mashed  potatoes,  dill  pickles,  apple 
pie  and  cream,   and  milk. 

7:00-9:30:  Reads  books  on 
Psychology  of  money  raising. 

9:30:  Fills  hot  water  bottle, 
undresses,  and  goes  to  bed. 
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Judge  (in  traffic  court)  :  Well, 
I'll  let  you  off  today,  but  another 
day  I'll  send  you  to  jail. 

Weather  man:  That's  exactly 
what  I  predicted,  Your  Honor. 

Judge:   What  do  you  mean? 

Weather  man:  Fine  today,  cooler 
tomorrow. 


Dropping  the  Conversation 

"How  did  you  get  here.-""   asked 
the  doctor. 

"Flu,"    replied    the   patient. 

^     w    ■» 

Can  you  stand  on  your  head? 
No,  it's  too  high. 


Delt:  Here's  some  candy  for  you. 
Sweets  for  the  sweet. 

Kappa:  Thanks.  Here  are  some 
nuts. 


Salesman:  Hello,  little  boy.  Is 
your  mother  at  home? 

L.  B. ;  Hell,  man!  Do  you  think 
I'm  cutting  the  grass  for  my  health? 

Her:  My  music  prof  said  I  had  a 
wonderful  ear. 

Him:  Well,  what  did  he  say 
about  your  neck? 

♦■*♦ 

This  may  be  leap  year  for  some 

young  things,  but  for  the  majority 
of   old    maids   it    will   probably   be 

just  another  sleep  year. 

«»  o  » 

"Hey,  Betty  says  she's  sore  at 
you  because  you  tore  her  stocking." 

"Her  stocking?" 

♦  »  » 

She  must  have  been  born  in  a 
piison.  for  she  certainly  knows  her 
bars. 


A  Russian  revolutionist  was  being 
led  out  to  be  executed  one  rainy 
morning. 

"What  brutes  you  are,"  he  cried, 
"marching  me  out  in  the  rain  like 
this." 

"How  about  us?"  they  replied, 
"We  have  to  march  back." 


Lawyer:  When  I  was  a  boy.  my 
highest  ambition  was  to  be  a  pirate. 

Client:  You're  in  luck.  It  isn't 
everyone  who  can  realize  the  dreams 
of  his  youth. 


Oh,  so  you  are  a  salesman,  too? 
Yeah,  I  sell  salt.  I'm  a  salt  seller. 
So  am  I.      Shake. 


Skeptical  customer:  Can  this  coat 
be  worn  in  the  rain  without  hurt- 
ing it? 

Salesman:  Did  you  ever  see  a 
beaver    carrying    an    umbrella? 

Where'll   we  eat  today? 
Oh,   let's  eat  up  the  street. 
Let's  not:    I  don't   like  concrete. 


Dancing  Againsf  Her  Will 
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POL  LYA  N  N  A 


(  By  Old  Aunt  Polly  ) 

Your  Dear  Old  Aunt  hasn't  so 
many  to  slap  in  the  face  this  month 
due  to  the  examination  nightmares. 
It  is  sure  a  shame  how  this  exam- 
ination week  cuts  into  the  "sin  life" 
and  hell  raising  of  the  so-called  Col- 
lege Life.  Oh  my  .  .  .  the  number  of 
things  that  are  blamed  on  that  ex- 
pression— "College  Life." 

In  the  beginning  I  have  good 
news  for  you  girls.  Ralph  Haug  has 
one  of  those  girls  from  the  National 
Kindergarten  College  on  his  string 
now  so  he  won't  be  bothering  any 
of  you  for  at  least  a  short  while. 

For  this  month's  CACTUS 
WREATH  we  nominate  that  blush- 
ing violet — Nell  Griffith — who  got 
"the  hook"  at  the  College  Inn  a 
couple  of  weeks  ago.  Nell  sang  (  ' ) 
in  her  usual  bellowing  fashion  and 
the  assembled  "tables-full"  gave  her 
the  "bronx,"  When  will  she  learn'. 

An  impossibility — to  see  Martha 
Hatton  without  Fred  Brethauer.  or 
vice  versa. 

Polly  has  been  told  that  Jimmic 
"Publicity"  Evans  is  planning  on 
teaching  some  speech  courses  next 
year.  We  were  able  to  "take  it'" 
when  Doesburg  was  signed  up.  but 
Evans — no  never.  Help,  help  Dean 
Dennis. 

How  long  does  Jean  Rogers,  ( the 
Alpha  Chi  peroxide  from  the  West) 
think  that  she  can  get  away  with  it' 
She  has  been  pulling  the  wool  suc- 
cessfully so  far.  but  after  that  Xmas 
incident  and  a  few  like  happenings 
she  can't  expect  the  campus  to  al- 
ways keep  quiet.  Now  Jean,  when 
those  tongues  start  wagging  thev 
will  beat  you  down  quickly.  Aunt 
Polly  knows  many  details  she  will 
keep  quiet  this  issue  and  see  how 
Jean  behaves.  Ward  Ryan  sure 
played  "fish."  but  be  careful  with 
that  Freshman  Austin  Scholar. 

Speaking  of  Austin  Scholars— - 
Polly  wonders  if  you  know  it  was 
necessary  for  Dr,  Howard  to  tell 
the  Juniors  of  that  group  to  either 
get  to  work  or  get  out.  Congratula- 
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tions.  Doctor!  There  are  many  other 
things  that  should  be  told  to  that 
Austin  group.  Do  you  know  how 
they  make  me  think  of  the  little 
Austin  automobile  ?   ?   ?  well . 

Marie  Powley  .  .  .  Polly  won- 
ders why  you  are  not  more  care- 
ful about  where  you  are  spending 
considerable  of  your  time  since  the 
close  of  last  semester.  We  have  seen 
you  many  times.  We  thought  you 
were  more  discreet.  .Must  Polly  tell 
on  you. 

Polly  thinks  that  she  should  turn 
"Winchcll"  and  start  telling  "all." 
Did  you  hear  Ben  Bernie  say  that 
Winchell  had  not  been  able  to  work 
recently   because  of   a   cinder   in   his 


We  have  purchased  this  in  anticipation 

of  "a   blessed  event"  or  "humane  act 

of  God." 

eye.  He  also  said  that  China  had 
hired  "Mrs.  Winchell's  boy.  Walter" 
to  take  charge  of  Pekin  .  .  .  Oh  well, 
back  to  my  scandal. 

Things  seen  .  .  .  Mary  Jane  Mor- 
row very  nonchalantly  osculating 
with  her  boy  friend  right  in  front  of 
her  mother  and  in  the  corridor  of 
Willard  Hall.  This  Modern  Age. 

Guv  Robbins  is  still  trying  to 
land  an  Alpha  Phi.  Your  Aunt 
Polly  understands  that  he  has  tried 
all  of  them  but  the  two  who  have 
pins  and  one  of  the  cooks.  Wake  up 
son! 

The  Orrington  Hotel  is  sure  keep- 
ing up  with  the  times.  They  will 
not  only  check  your  hat  and  coat, 
but  will  also  give  you  a  ticket  and 
check  your  flask.  Ask  those  new  Pi 
Kappa  Alphas.  (Not  a  paid  adver- 
tisement) , 


Aunt  Polly  had  been  made  to  be- 
lieve that  "Millie"  Shaw  and  Karl 
Dixon  would  soon  be  sending  out 
their  laundry  in  the  same  bag  but 
the  all-seeing  eye  of  "Auntie"  has 
very  recently  noticed  Miss  Shaw  at 
the  Aragon  with  Big  Bill  Davidson, 
that  smooth  Prexy  of  the  Delt 
House. 

We  expect  that  "Marcel"  Dixon 
will  say  "Oh  Shaw!" 

Eleanor  Gwyn  had  Hollis  Peck 
in  tow  the  night  of  the  Pan-Hell 
dance.  That  can  be  explained  for 
Peck  was  very  much  "under  the 
weather.  "  But  "Hollie."  who  took 
that  hunk  out  of  your  chin' 

"Youth"  Jericho  is  smelling  the 
cork  again. 

'^X'hat  is  this  report  about 
"Sports"  Zinder  being  sour  on  the 
world. 

STREET  BRAWL 
Ask  "Howy"  Vierow  and 
"Mowbridge"  Ernest  Kort  about 
the  two  fellows  who  downed  them 
in  the  middle  of  Davis  Street.  They 
will  tell  you  that  there  were  twenty 
fellows. 

Polly  notices  that  the  Freshmen 
class  presidents  "can't  take  it.  "  A 
little  publicity  and  honor  is  too 
much  for  them.  How  many  Frosh 
presidents  of  recent  years  have  com- 
pleted their  four  years  in  this  "insti- 
toot"  before  withdrawing?  Ed 
Krien.  last  year's  class  leader  sc- 
cumbed  and  now  Gibson  is  well  on 
his  way. 

Word  creeps  out  from  one  of  the 
well  known  loop  hotels  which  con- 
vinces Your  Aunt  that  some  of  the 
frosh  girls  need  some  instruction  in 
how  to  get  along.  Two  inmates  of 
Willard  Hall  have  been  handed 
quite  a  lengthy  campus  because  of 
the  foolish  wav  they  registered  at 
this  hotel.  They  dragged  up  to  the 
clerk's  desk  at  about  3  A.  M.  with 
many  Northwestern  pennants  on 
their  luggage  and  signed  their  resi- 
dence as  Madison.  Wis.  Thev  also 
signed  their  own  names  and  then 
the  nasty  clerk  called  the  "watch 
dogs"  of  N.  V.  and  reported.  Girls 
— you  can't  blame  the  University 
officials  for  being  disgusted  with 
such  ignorance. 
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THE  PASSIONATE 
SHEPHERDESS 

"Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty 

maid.''" 
"To   the   httle   black  house   at   the 

end  of  the  path." 
"May  I  go  with  you,  my  dear.^"  he 

said. 
"If  you  want  to  suffer  my  old  man's 

wrath!" 

Then  over  the  hill  to  the  little  black 

house. 
(Ah,  how  was  she  to  know?) 
"Let  go  of  my   arm,   you  crummy 

louse!" 
But  he  purred  in  her  ear,  "Oh,  no!" 

"May   I   call    you    'Dimples?'  "    he 

evilly  sighed. 
"You're    crazy — they're    pimples!" 

the  maid  replied. 
"Come,   sit  on   my   knee."   And  he 

stroked  her  hair. 
"But  never."  shrieked  she,  "it's  not 

comfy,  there'" 

His    eyes    became    fiery,    his    fingers 

wandered. 
"You're    a    dirty    expression,"    she 

spat. 

"No  wonder — you  sec,  it's  never 

been  laundered." 
"You    villain'"    "You    temptress!" 

"You  beastie!"   "You  cat!" 

"My  father!"   she  sprang  from  the 

traveling  man's  knee, 
"■^''hat's    this'"    cried    the    farmer. 

"Ah,  ha — I  see!" 

The  farmer  was  not  in  a  mood  to 
trifle. 

And   this   is   the   ending   and   after- 
math ... 

They     married.     (Her    father    had 
brought  a  rifle.) 

And   they  live  in  the  house  at   the 
end  of  the  path. 

— Lionel  Wtggam 


THE  DYING  TRAVELING 

SALESMEN 
These   mail-order   companies   are 
driving    lots   of   farmers'    daughters 
to  the  city. 


Doctor:  Are  you  troubled  with 
spots  before  your  eyes? 

Gangster:  Nope,  only  when  the 
newspapers  mark  them  with  little 
X's. 


Zoo   Keeper:    "Tsk!    Tsk!    Now 

see  here,  you  baboons — no  more  of 

that  monkey  bizness!" 

♦-»♦ 

"Yessir,  life  is  just  one  dam  thing 
after  another,"  murmured  the  river 
as  it  was  harnessed. 


Free  Thinker:  Don't  conventions 
stifle  you? 

Stude:  Can't  say.  Haven't  ever 
been  to  one. 

•-«-♦ 

"I  got  a  new  joke  to  tell." 
"Well,  spill  it." 

"Can't.  It's  about  a  dry  lecture." 
♦-»♦ 

"Darling,  you're  as  refreshing  as 
a  math  book." 

"Well,  what  are  you  fumbling 
with   the   back   of   my   dress   for?" 

"Oh.  I'm  looking  for  the  an- 
swers!" 


"Hello:  whaddya  know?" 
"Not  much." 

"I  thought  you  looked  like  a 
college  man." 

Alfalfa  Ike:  What  happened  to 
that  tenderfoot  who  was  out  here 
last  week? 

Badger  Pete:  Oh,  he  was  brushin' 
his  teeth  with  some  of  that  new- 
fangled foamy  tooth-paste,  and  one 
of  the  boys  thought  he  had  hydro- 
phoby  and  shot  him! 


"For  God's  sake!"  cried  the  mar- 
tyr as  they  burnt  her  at  the  stake. 


Another  Argument  Over  the  Price  of  Oil 


6.  Beck 
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YOUR  ERROR  She    came    to    the    poHcc    station 

Old  lady    (in  curiosity  shop)  :   I      with  a  picture  in  her  hand,  sobbing. 


suppose  that  this  is  another  of  those 
terrible   futuristic  paintings. 

Patient  Clerk:  I'm  sorry,  madam, 
but  that  is  a  mirror. 


"My  husband  has  disappeared." 
she  cried.  "I  want  you  to  find  him." 

"Why.''"  asked  the  desk  sergeant, 
looking  at  the  picture. 


As  the  elephant  said  to  his 
sweetie:  "I  could  go  for  you  in  a 
big  way,  baby." 

Nurse:  Good  morning.  I'm  the 
new  nurse. 

Grouchy  Patient:  Are  you  a 
trained  nurse? 

Nurse:  Why,  of  course. 

Patient:  Then  let's  see  you  do 
some  tricks. 


Once  there  was  a  man  who 
swallowed  a  spoon — and  now  he 
can't  stir. 


What  is  the  difference  between  an 
auction   and  seasickness? 

One  is  a  sale  of  effects  and  the 
other  the  effects  of  a  sail. 


It  is  rumored  that  guitar  players 
often  get  their  jobs  by  pulling 
strings. 


How  did  you  happen  to  over- 
sleep  this   morning? 

Well,  there  were  eight  of  us  in 
the  house,  and  the  alarm  was  only 
set  for  seven. 


Prohibi  +  ion    Agent:     "Scotch    or 

Brandy?" 
College  boy:  "Neither,  fox-terrier." 

Editor:    To    make    this    story    a 
success,    it    needs    a    detective   in    it. 
Hopeful  contrib:  Why? 
Editor:   To  find  the  plot. 


Sigma  Delt:  I  saw  a  play  last 
night  that  started  me  thinking. 

Sigma  Nu:  Aha!  You  must  have 
seen   the   miracle  play! 


Artist:    One    thousand    wouldn't 
buy  this  picture. 

Onlooker:   Well,   I'm  one  of  the     expenses 
thousand. 


And  then  there's  the  Scotchman 
who  buried  his  face  in  his  hands 
just  before  he  died,  to  save  funeral 


Where  were  boys  educated  in  the 
Middle  Ages? 

Why,  in  knight  school,  of  course. 


"There  is  no  such  word  as 
'falc'."  wrote  little  Johnny  on  the 
black  board. 

"Why  don't  you  correct  him?" 
asked  a  visitor. 

"Because  his  statement  is  perfect- 
ly right,"  replied  the  teacher. 


— Abbie,  use  the  word  "ink- 
well" in  a  sentence. 

— I  can't,  teacher.  I'm  not  feel- 
ink  well  today. 


A  Scotchman  Who  Rolled  Over  on  His  Side  to  Get  His  Suit  Pressed 
FOURTEEN 


Phi  Kap:  Even  a  policeman  can- 
not arrest  the  flight  of  time! 

Phi  Psi:  Oh.  yeah'  I  saw  a 
policeman  stop  a  few  minutes  in  a 
drug  store  this  morning! 

Fullback  (looking  at  semester 
grades)  :  Well.  I'm  as  famous  as 
Washington  now^ 

Halfback:  How  do  you  figure 
that? 

Fullback:  Well.  I  w^ent  down  in 
history. 
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Holy  Smoke 


AND  YOU  HAVE  TROUBLE 

Copy  of  a  letter  received  by  a 
gentleman  in  Southsea,  England, 
from  a  gent  in  South  Africa: 

"For  the  following  reasons." 
writes  the  gent,  "I  am  unable  to 
send  you  a  cheque.  I  have  been 
held  up,  held  down,  sandbagged, 
walked  upon,  sat  upon,  flattened 
out  and  squeezed  by  income  tax,  the 
super  tax,  the  tobacco  tax.  the  beer 
tax.  the  spirits  tax.  the  motor  tax 
and  by  every  society,  organization 
and  club  that  the  inventive  mind  of 
man  can  think  of  to  extract  what  I 
may  or  many  not  have  in  my  pos- 
session for  the  Red  Cross,  the  Black 
Cross  or  the  Double  Cross. 

"The  government  has  governed 
my  business  until  I  don't  know  who 
owns  it.  I  am  inspected,  suspected, 
examined,  reexamined,  informed, 
required,  and  commanded  until  I 
don't  know  where  I  am,  who  I  am, 
or  why  I  am  here  at  all. 

"I  am  cussed,  discussed,  boy- 
cotted, talked  to,  lied  to,  talked 
about,  lied  about,  held  up,  robbed 
and  damn  near  ruined.  The  only 
reason  I  am  clinging  to  life  is  to 
see  what  the  hell  is  going  to  hap- 
pen next. 

"P.  S.  So  for  God's  sake  don't 
look  for  the  cheque.  If  it  comes, 
it  will  be  the  'letter  edged  in 
black.'  " 


FISH  STORY 

Prof.  Kranz  (in  hygiene  class)  : 
How  many  bones  have  you  in  your 
body?" 

Frosh:  About  a  million. 

Prof.  Kranz:  That's  a  great  many 
more  than  most  people  have. 

Frosh:  I  know  it.  I  had  fish  for 
dinner. 

^  o  ^ 

"What  irony,"  said  she  as  she 
married   the  stove  salesman. 

A  student  sent  in  several  original 
jokes  to  the  Purple  Parrot.  After  a 
few  days,  he  received  this  letter  from 
the  editor: 
"Dear  Sir: 

Your  jokes  received  and  noted. 
Some  we  have  seen  before,  others 
we  have  not  seen  yet." 

^  •  » 

Betty,  I  don't  like  your  new  fur 
coat  at  all! 

Very  well,  sir!  Love  me,  love  my 
dog! 


SOUP'S  ON 
Cannibal  Prince:   Am  I  late  for 
dinner? 

Cannibal  King:  Yes,  everyone's 
eaten. 

O  e  » ' 

Tramp:     Could    you    spare    me 
something  to  eat,  lady? 
Lady:  Do  you  like  fish? 
Tramp:  Oh,  yes,  ma'am. 

Lady:  Well,  come  back  Friday. 
■<>  •  ^- 

Who  is  it  that  marks  all  these 
spots  where  the  body  was  beheaded 
and   dismantled? 


No.  he  doesn't  like  Turkey  and 
he  doesn't  wear  Greece  on  his  hair — 
but,  oh.  Mother!  He  has  the  most 
gorgeous  pair  of  Roman  hands!! 


— A  bird   in  the  hand  is  worth 
two  from  the  audience. 

^-•-♦^ 

"These    things    make    me    soar," 
said  the  eagle,  looking  at  his  wings. 


Cook's  Theme  Song 


FIFTEEN 
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14- 
15- 
i6. 

17- 


19- 


27- 


29. 
30. 
32. 

33- 
34- 
35- 

37- 

38. 
40. 
4>- 

43- 


HORIZONTAL 
Name  of  a  firm  advertising 
in  this  issue  of  the  PARROT. 
Egyptian   Sun    God. 
Preposition. 

Chemical  abbreviation  for 
Nickel. 

The  fiend  overcome  by 
Christian.  (Pilgrim's  Prog- 
ress.) 

Unit     of     length.      (Abbre. 
Metric   system.) 
Low    voiced    singers.       ( Fe- 
male.) 
Advertiser   in    this    issue    of 

the  Parrot. 

Point  of  the  Compass. 
A    worm    causing    madness 
among  canines. 
A  prefix  meaning  not.  non, 
etc. 

Negative   answer. 
A   preposition. 
Lieutenant.     (Abbr.) 
Abbreviation       for       Hotel 
Name. 

Bismuth.     (Chemical.) 
Toward. 

A  scat,  especially  a  throne. 
(Obsl.) 

Northern       T  e  r  r  i  t  o  r  v  . 
(Abbr.) 
That   is. 

Brother.     (Abbr.) 
Expression      used      for     an 
open  storing  place.    (Abbr.) 
Vehement. 


46.    To    tan    again. 

48.  Drunk.    (Slang.) 

49.  Natural,  raw,  or  crude. 
Generally    applied    to    wine. 

50.  Initials  of  a  well  known 
publicity  man  on  the 
Campus. 

5  I .  Magnetomotive  force. 
(Abbr.) 

53.  Behold. 

54.  Subfamily  of  carnivorous 
wading   birds. 

58.  And.    (Latin.) 

59.  An  evil  deity,  brother  and 
enemy  of  Osiris.  (Egyptian 
Mythology. ) 

60.  Combining  form  meaning 
air. 

61.  Absolute   unit   of   resistance, 
63.    Boy   or  man's   name. 

65.    Car     attached     to     locomo- 
tive. 
67.    Greek    letter. 
(5  8.   Printing    measure. 

69.  Specific  gravity.    (Abbr.) 

70.  1  he  cutting  or  shaping 
part   of  a   machine. 

72.    Circles 

76.  Railroad.    (Abbr.) 

77.  In   that   manner. 

78.  Conjunction. 

79.  'V.'hat  boys  wait  for  be- 
fore taking  their  girls  for 
a   walk. 

Si.    First    word    of    the    title    of 

a  coming  campus  ball. 
84.   Colored.    (Abbr.) 
86.   No  sale.    (Abbr.) 


87.    To    dislike. 

89.  Organ  of  the  head. 

90.  "...    and    tide    wait    for 
no    man." 

92.    Changes   or   corrections. 
95.    Feigned. 

98.  Part   of   the   verb   sit. 

99.  Consume. 


I  o  I . 
103. 
104. 
105. 
107. 
I  08. 
I  I  2. 
I  14. 
I  15. 

I  i6. 

I  17. 


I  22. 
123. 
124. 
125. 

I . 


Preposition. 

Same  as    67   horizontal. 
Same  as   35    horizontal. 
Opposite.     (Abbr.) 
Point   of   the   compass. 
Guards. 
Notice  of  sale. 
Male    offspring. 
Initials   of   one   of   North- 
western's    athletic    rivals. 
Doctor       o  f       Veterinary 
Medicine.     (Abbr.) 
Name  of  a   jeweler   adver- 
tising  in   this   issue   of   the 

Parrot. 

A      bag-like     part     of     a 
plant. 

Neuter     pronoun     of     the 
third   person.     (Plural.) 
Advanced    engineering    de- 
gree. 
Advertiser  in    this   issue  of 

the  Parrot. 

Stretch. 

VERTICAL 
Inverse    trigometric    func- 
tion. 

Mournful. 
Fuel. 


4.  Exclusively. 

5.  One  more  by   way   of  ad- 
dition. 

6.  Month     of     the     Hebrew 
Calendar. 

7.  Act    of    graduation    of    a 
scientific    instrument. 

8.  Ideas. 

9.  Nickname   for  mother. 

10.  Sufficient. 

11.  Aluminum     -     Hood. 
(Abbr.) 

13.   Person   who   is   responsible 
for  your  record  in  college. 
18.    Same  as   85    horizontal. 
20.    Personal    pronoun. 
22.    Twin   turns.       (Abbr.) 
24.    Incidents. 

30.  Place,   stead. 

31.  Occurring  every  third  day. 
(Medical.) 

39.    Mercury.       (Chemical 

abbr.) 
41.    Brought.    (Abbr.) 
44.    Cave 
47.    Either    of    two    works    in 

old  Norse. 
52.    Air:    demeanor. 

55.  Upright  on   a  bed. 

56.  Anger. 

57.  "Gold-digger"    Clubs. 

58.  Printing    measure. 
58-A.  A  literary  Composition. 

59.  Set  with,  or  consisting  of 
bristles. 

62.  A  strong  intuitive  impres- 
sion that  a  certain  thing 
will  happen. 

63.  An  advertiser  in  this  is- 
sue of  the  Parrot. 

64.  Pride,   vanity. 
66.    Shade  tree. 

71.    Same  as  4  vertical. 

73.  Eastern   State.    (Abbr.) 

74.  Boy    Scouts.     (Abbr.) 

75.  Choose. 

76.  Royal     Aeronautical     Ta- 
chometer    a  s  so  c  i  a  t  i  o  n. 

(Abbr.) 
80.    Preposition. 

82.  Exclamation. 

83.  Camping    need. 
85.    Relies  upon. 

88.    A   necessary   constituent. 
91.    Parent. 

93.  Organ   of   the  head. 

94.  Cut  meat. 
9b.   Toward. 

Perform 

What    most   students   need 
more    of    when    examina- 
tions begin. 
Parent. 

To    drench    or    wet    thor- 
oughly. 
Boy's   name. 

The  scat,  or  center  of  au- 
thority  of   a   Bishop. 
A    wooden    block    the   size 
of    a    brick    in    a    wall    of 
brick. 
Put  on. 

Point  of   the  compass. 
Not    good.     (Abbr.) 
Behold. 

Soviet    Russia.     (Abbr.) 
Chemical   abbreviation    for 
Nickel, 
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106. 
107. 


109. 
I  I  o. 


I  I  3. 
I  14. 
I  I  -. 
I  18. 
I  19. 
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Tifle  This  Picture 


Prize  Offer 

(No.  i) 

A  cash  prize  of  Ten  Dollars  will 
be  awarded  for  the  best  solu- 
tion  to  puzzle  on   opposite  page. 

Send  solutions  to  Harry  Arnold  at  Phi  Gamma  Delta  house 
or  Room  loi.  University  Hall.  Solutions  must  be  submitted 
before  March  lo.  No  member  of  PARROT  staff  is  eligible  for 
competition.  Winner  and  correct  solution  will  be  announced  in 
March  number  of  PARROT.  Enclose  solutions  in  sealed  envelope. 


Prize  Offer 

(No.   3) 

A  cash  prize  of  Five  Dollars  will  be 
awarded  for  the  best  story  submitted 
to    the    Parrot    before    March    lo. 

Send  short  story  to  Harry  Arnold  at  Phi  Gamma  Delta  house 
or  to  Room  loi.  University  Hall.  Maximum  length  of  story 
is  two  thousand  words  and  story  must  contain  at  least  one 
thousand  words.  No  member  of  PARROT  staff  is  eligible  for 
competition.    Winning  story   will    be   printed   in   March   PARROT. 


Prize  Offer 

(No.  2) 

A  cash  prize  of  Five  Dollars  will 
be  awarded  for  the  best  title  sub- 
mitted    for      the     above      picture. 

Send  titles  to  Harry  Arnold  at  Phi  Gamma  Delta  house  or 
Room  10 1,  University  Hall.  Titles  must  be  submitted  before 
March  lo.  No  member  of  PARROT  staff  is  eligible  for  compe- 
tition. Winner  and  winning  title  will  be  published  in  March 
Parrot.  Enclose  title  in  sealed  envelope. 


Prize  Offer 

(No.  4) 

A  cash  prize  of  Five  Dollars  will  be 
awarded  for  the  best  burlesque  of  one 
of  the  professors  on  Evanston  cnmpus. 

Winning  article  to  be  printed  in  March  number  of  P.\RROT. 
Article  is  not  to  exceed  one  thousand  words  and  have  a  minimum 
length  of  five  hundred  words.  Send  your  contribution  to  Harry 
Arnold  at  Phi  Gamma  Delta  house,  or  Room  loi.  University 
Hall.  Members  of  PARROT  staff  not  eligible.  Articles  must  be 
mailed   before  March    10. 
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The  Modern  Mariner 

By  Ned  Hullinger 


THE  MODERN  MARINER 

or 

The  Return  of  Tarzan's  Grandmother   (in  three  parts) 

(With  regrets  to  Sam  Coleridge  and  Eddie  Burroughs) 

The  Cast  of  Characters 

The  Coast  Guard  Station Rin-Tin-Tin 

Effie — The  Coast  Guard  Station's  Daughter Rudy  Vallee 

(Body  by  Fisher) 

Two  forty-three  a.  m Duke  Ellington  &  Co. 

"Mi-pantz,"  the  yacht Aimee  Semple  McPherson 

The  Sea The  Delts 

(All  wet) 

Mazzie,  the  Whale Bull  Montana  and  Joe  E.  Brown 

One  Barrel  of  Beer The  Siamese  Twins 

(By  permission  of  the  copyright  owners) 

Clem,  the  yacht  owner The  Gulf  of  Mexico 

The  bushes  along  the  shore King  Ben  and  the  Smith  Brothers 

Stewishwighaky,  an  American Any  Notre  Dame  football  player 

One  Elephant Mildred  Bailey 

Clem's  cigar Robert  Burns 

Homer — Clem's  breath The  Hammond  Glue  Factory 

Fanny,  a  Bulgarian  Traveling  Salesman's  Dream Jessie  of  Sam's 

The  Robbers Chandler's  and  Jessie  James 

Clem's  gun Soldier's  Field 

(Stewishwighaky's   gun) 

Joe — The  rope  that  Effie  is  tied  with Cremo  cigar 

The  Curtain There  is  none 

The  Balcony Just  left  for  breakfast 

Opening    chorus     (sung    by    the    left-handed    men    in    the    audience) 


It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy  night 
and  the  sun's  rays  were  lighting 
cigarettes  for  all  one-armed  icemen 
under  twelve  years  of  age.  Clem 
was  pacing  back  and  forth,  nervous- 
ly, over  pianos  and  wild  blackber- 
ries. He  was  lost — his  watch  had 
stopped  and  he  had  taken  it  up  a 
winding  staircase  and  was  waiting 
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for  it  to  run  down.  The  clock  had 
struck  gold  about  thirty  minutes 
previous.  He  was  supposed  to  meet 
little  Effic.  the  Coast  Guard  Sta- 
tion's daughter,  in  front  of  the 
pool  room  but  he  didn't  know  what 

time  it  was 

(Author's    note:    A    two-pound 
box  of  vacuum  cleaners — ones  that 


really  clean  vacuums — will  be  given 
to  the  person  supplying  the  missing 
sentence  and  explaining  how  Clem 
found  the  time.  Remember  twenty 
words — no  more — no  less. ) 

And  sure  enough  there  was  Effie 
standing  by  the  pool  room  on  a 
bowl  of  oatmeal.  "When  her  eyes 
met  those  of  Clem's,  she  began  to 
slowly  whistle  the  "Anvil  Chorus." 
She  was  in  love  with  Clem  but  she 
didn't  know  that  he  slept  in  his 
underwear.  When  Clem  saw  his  be- 
loved, his  face  turned  a  beautiful 
green — truly  a  sympton  of  intense 
passion.  They  approached  each 
other,  catch  as  catch  can.  but  EfSc 
V/'as  the  quicker  of  the  two  and 
grabbed  Clem  with  a  half-Nelson. 
Clem  had  the  weight  advantage  at 
ringside  and  immediately  threw  on 
a  north  strangle.  There  were  two 
love-birds  —  Crosseyed  Clem  and 
little  EfSe.  Their  lips  were  only  a 
few  inches  apart  and  with  his  nose 
running  with  delight.  Clem  held 
Effie  and  softly  whispered  chemistry 
formulas  in  her  cauliflower  ears.  All 
this  was  done  in  front  of  the  pool 
room.  Finally  one  of  the  pool  play- 
ers took  his  cue  and  turned  around. 

"Come  aboard  my  yacht,  I've 
something  to  show  you!  "  screamed 
Clem,  going  into  an  Egyptian  snake 
dance. 

"I  will,  but  what  will  my  father 
say.^"  sweetly  cooed  Effie.  catching 
her  false  teeth  in  her  hands. 

There  will  be  a  short  pause  for 
station  announcements. 

Clem  had  to  swear  that  he  liked 
Effie  better  than  lemon  pic  before 
she  would  go.  And  there  they  skip- 
ped lightly  down  the  street — her 
hand  in  his  pocket  and  his  foot  in 
her  mouth. 

The  good  ship.  "My-pantz," 
was  anchored  just  off  shore,  playing 
solitaire.  With  a  beautiful  drop- 
kick,  Clem  placed  his  love  between 
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the  bars.  { "Mi-pantz"  had  three 
bars  but  no  bartenders.)  As  fortune 
would  have  it.  Old  Mother  West- 
wind  was  coming  along  this  way 
and  blew  our  hero  onto  his  boat. 

And  again  the  two  lovers  em- 
braced. Clem  was  certainly  getting 
his  smooching.  A  perfect  love  scene. 
The  moon  was  full  and  so  was  the 
crew.  Everything  was  wrapped  in 
a  deathlike  silence,  all  that  could  be 
heard  was  Sousa's  band  playing  and 
the  attacking  shots  of  the  Japs  as 
they  stormed  Pe-king.  Ah'  someone 
wants  to  know  how  the  boat  was 
moving — Listen,  my  children: 

"You  pilot,  Clem,  and  L'll 
shovel,"  whispered  EfRe  as  she  took 
a  bite  out  of  the  life  preserver. 

"Oh,  you're  so  sweet,"  answered 
Clem,  kissing  Effie  on  the  bottom 
deck. 

But  now  gentle  readers,  we  need 
more  characters  in  the  plot.  So 
across  the  low  sinking  left  wave  of 
the  sea  came  an  elephant,  flying  at 
a  terrific  pace  high  above  the  snow- 
capped mountains.  And  on  this 
huge  beast  was  perched  a  beautiful 
lady  (not  a  Theta)  and  she  was 
reading  a  "MS"  and  her  name  was 
Fanny.  All  right,  now,  fellows, 
nine  rahs  for  Fanny! 

"May  1  come  aboard  the  boat?" 
asked  Fanny,  picking  her  teeth. 

"But  what  will  you  do  for 
clothes?"  shouted  back  Clem,  giv- 
ing her  a  Bronx  cheer. 

"I've  got  plenty  in  my  elephant's 
trunk,"  yodeled  Fanny. 

But  just  as  Fanny  stepped  over 
the  rail  of  the  yacht,  there  came  a 
loud  belching  and  Stewishwighaky, 
the  American,  came  down  with  the 
tain  and  also  with  the  mumps. 
(Author's  note:  We  will  call  this 
gentleman  "Stew"  from  now  on — 
thanks  kiddies.) 

"What  are  you  doing  with  my 
Fanny.''"  he  asked  Clem. 

"I'm  trying  to  make  her  sit 
down,"  answered  Clem. 

Five  more  seconds  and  Stew  was 
busy  necking  Eflie  and  Clem  was 
kissing    Fanny.    At    this    moment 


Two-forty-three  A.   M.  enters  and 
winds  the  victrola. 

"Good  night,  Effie, 

"Good  night,"  said  Effie  between 
smooches,  "it's  two-forty-three  A. 
M." 

"What  of  it?"  asked  Stew. 

But  Effie  didn't  know  the  answer 
and  Clem  and  Stew's  Fanny  were 
in  the  other  room. 

The  victrola  was  playing  "The 
Indian  Shove  Call  "  and  Clem  and 
Stew  were  whooping  it  up. 

Clem's  Effie  was  doing  "the 
Charleston"  and  Stew's  Fanny  was 
doing  the  "black  bottom."  At  this 
time  the  sea  was  getting  angry  and 
was  talking  sarcastically. 

"How  deep  is  the  sea?  "  belched 
Stew  to  Clem. 

"I  have  no  bottom."  replied  the 
sea. 

So  Clem  and  Effie  threw  Fanny 
to  the  hungry  waves.  (And  they 
were  hungry  for  they  hadn't  had 
any    malted    milk    this   afternoon.) 

And  this  caused  a  struggle  be- 
tween our  hero  and  Stew.  Stew, 
from  his  vest  pocket,  drew  a  gigan- 
tic cannon  and  leveled  it  at  Clem. 

"Give  me  Effie  and  all  the  beer 
you've  got  or  111  blow  your  ears 
off,"  he  cried. 

Clem  couldn't  see  Stew  because 
of  the  gun  and  had  to  obey  his 
master's  voice.  In  one  minute  and 
twelve  seconds,  Clem  was  bound 
hand  and  foot  with  a  cigar  that 
Stew  found  on  him.  Stew  had  also 
tied  Effie  with  Joe  (refer  to  the 
cast)  and  was  busy  guzzling  "ecr 
bay." 

But  Stew  had  forgotten  to  tie 
Clem's  ears  and  as  they  were  large, 
cur  hero  walked  over  behind  Stew 
on  his  ears  and  pushed  him  over- 
board. Mazzie,  the  whale,  was  out 
taking  her  afternoon  walk  and  saw 
Stew.  In  two  and  one-half  seconds, 
Mazzie  had  partaken  of  the  Ameri- 
can. 

Inside  Stew  found  a  wonderful 
cave  rich  with  jewels  and  sailors. 
And  up  against  Mazzie's  tonsils  he 
saw  his  old  beloved.  He  immedi- 
ately ran  to  her  but  slipped  on  one 
of  Mazzie's  molers  and  instead  of 
kissing  her,  fell  on  his  Fanny  with 


a  tremendous  bang.  He  got  up  and 
picked  Fanny  up  in  a  nearby 
sack  and  the  two  were  married  in- 
side of  the  whale.  Clem  yelled  to 
them  to  come  up  and  see  him,  but 
alas — poor  Mazzie  had  the  lockjaw. 

Clem  got  the  elephant  to  untie 
him  and  then  shot  the  creature  for 
leaving  his  trunk  unlocked.  Joe 
seemed  too  comfortable,  wrapped 
around  Effie,  so  Clem  started  to  con- 
sume the  beer.  He  began  to  drink 
down  the  Big  Ten  in  the  order  in 
which  they  finished  in  the  football 
race.  By  the  time  he  got  to  Iowa, 
he  was  seeing  things  rather  nicely. 
He  began  smoking  his  cigar  in  order 
that  the  people  on  shore  would 
think  the  boat  was  a  steamer.  Final- 
ly Joe  fell  off  since  Effie  wouldn't 
come  across  and  once  more  the  little 
girl  ran  to  her  darling  Clem. 

"Kish  me — hie — Ef — ole  girl." 
said  Clem  in  a  pleasant  manner. 

Enter  Homer,  Clem's  breath. 

But  when  Effie  tried  to  smooch 
him,  she  found  that  Homer  was  too 
strong  for  her. 

"Well,  why  don't  you  kiss  me?" 
asked  Clem,  standing  on  his  head. 

"Because  Homer  is  so  bad,"  said 
Ef — ole  girl. 

"If  you  don't  kiss  me,  then  get 
off  "My-pantz,"  yelled  Clem. 

"Homer  is  coming  in  short  pants 
now  and  I  won't  mug  you," 
crooned  Effie,  putting  on  her  gas 
mask. 

So  Effie  jumped  off  "My-pantz" 
and  waded  back  to  father,  old 
Coast  Guard  Station. 

Because  there  is  no  curtain,  folks, 
you'll  have  to  just  shut  your  eyes. 

Author's  note:  We  didn't  use  the 
robbers  in  the  story  because  they 
said  they  were  going  to  vote  for  Al 
Smith  and  the  bushes  are  both  in 
the  hospital  with  a  cold  they  re- 
ceived from  shaving. 

The  ushers  will  please  pass  pea- 
nuts throughout  the  audience  on  ac- 
count of  the  depression. 

Don't  worry  about  Stew  and 
Fanny  in  Mazzie  for  Stew  has  a 
large  bottle  of  Listerine. 

Moral:  A  bird  in  the  hand  is 
all  right  if  you  have  a  glove  on. 
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Breaking    Into   Society 


"Where  did  Jim  take  you  last 
night?" 

"Well,  he  had  a  couple  of  or- 
chestra seat  tickets  to  the  Follies. 
We  got  there  for  the  last  act:  then 
we  went  over  to  the  College  Inn  to 
see  the  celebrities.  After  he  got  all 
their  autographs  for  me.  he  drove 
me  down  the  Lake  Shore  Drive, 
seventy  miles  per.  to  the  Edgewater 
Beach  hotel  where  we  danced 
awhile,  and  Jim  tried  to  amuse  me 
by  throwing  martini  cherries  at 
Mildred  Bailey.  Then  we  jumped 
in  his  car  and  buzzed  over  to  a 
speakeasy  on  Davis  Street  and  had  a 
couple  of  gin  bucks  and  some  beer. 
Then  Jim  brought  me  home." 

"And  you  didn't  let  him  kiss  you 
good-night?" 

"No:  Jim  bores  me." 

^  o  » 

And  then  there's  the  basketball 
player  whose  wife  got  driblets. 

Penn.  State  "Froth." 
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NAVAL  TERMS  AS  DEFINED 
BY  NORTHWESTERN  COL- 
LEGIANS IN  THE 
NAVAL  UNIT 
Double  bottom:  What  a  drunk  sees 
at  a  Burlesk. 

Luff  tackle:  Another  name  for  neck- 
ing. 

Hogging  line:  "I  want  you  all  for 
myself,  baby." 

Freshen  the  Nip: — Put  on  more 
lip-stick. 

Long  splice:  Lengthy  kiss. 

Sister  Block:  Member  of  a  sorority. 

Breast  band:  A  brassiere. 

Gin  Block:  Similar  to  Wine  Brick. 

Luff  upon  Luff:  A  big  night. 

Leading  part:  Head  flunky  in 
Speech  school  show. 

Two  blocks:  Distance  from  soror- 
ity house  to  Vierow's. 

Walk  Back:  Ask  any  good  girl. 

Watch  tackle:  Gold-digger's  stunt. 

Frames:   Synonym  for  figures. 

Thwart:   Sometimes  necessary. 

Goose  neck:   Promiscous  petter. 

Take  in:  Poor  date. 

Steadying  Line:  Used  when  girl  be- 
comes doubtful  of  affection. 

Over  lap:  Where  girls'  skirts  are 
worn. 

Easing   out:    Used   when   trying   to 

break   up   with   the   one   and   only. 


[ 

A  Queen  Always  Takes  the  Jack 

"Well,    boys,    let's    make    Hey! 
Hey!"  cried  the  farmer  as  he  climbed 
on  the  mowing  machine. 
^-♦-* 

And  how  was  the  war,  General? 
Lousy,  simply  lousy! 
*-•-• 

Customer  ( pointing  to  Chinese 
characters  on  laundry  ticket )  :  Is 
that  my  name? 

Chink  Laundryman:  No.  'sclip- 
tion.  Means  li'l  ol'  man.  cross- 
eyed, no  teet'. 

Customer:  Er — thank  you. 


1st  Dog:  "Have  you  a  family  tree?" 
2nci  Beta:  "No,  we  aren't  particular." 
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Taking  a  Peke  In  China 

By  John  KaySor  Northway 


A  great  deal  of  loose  talk  ( a 
great  deal  too  much  to  suit  me.  at 
any  rate )  has  been  bandied  about 
lately  concerning  the  Chinese-Jap- 
anese situation,  so  much  so  that  it 
is  about  time  for  somebody  to 
write  an  article  clearly  analyzing  the 
whole  thing.  This  is  that  article. 
(At  any  rate  this  started  out  to  be 
that  article.  I  am  getting  a  little  tired 
of  it  already,  which  gives  the  reader 
and  me  one  thing  in  common.) 

The  population  of  China  com- 
prises 439.759.380.  according  to 
the  last  official  sentence.  This  is  a 
lot  of  people.  If  they  were  all 
banded  together  you  could  hardly 
tell  them  from  the  living  and  dead 
Sig  Alfs,  although  why  you  should 
even  want  to  do  that  is  beyond  me. 
The  area  of  China  is  4,279.170 
square  miles,  which  makes  the 
average  population  per  square  mile 
102.7  people,  the  0.7  being  a  small 
Chinaman  named  Ying  who  crowd- 
ed in  at  the  last  minute  and  is 
always  trying  to  get  a  bridge  game 
started  so  he  can  kibitz.  It  would 
be  a  better  world  if  there  were  fewer 
people  like  him. 

Let  us  now  look  at  the  popula- 
tion of  Japan.  The  population  of 
Japan,  to  be  perfectly  frank,  looks 
a  great  deal  like  the  population  of 
China,  except  that  it  wears  kimonos 
instead  of  pajamas.  The  population 
of  Japan  is  83,456,929.  These 
people  live  on  an  island  containing 
263,129  square  miles,  which  makes 
the  average  population  per  square 
mile  314.7.  This  is  even  worse 
than  China,  in  case  anybody  cares. 
Japan  is  covered  with  a  lot  of 
mountains,  and  is  famous  for  its 
blooming  cherry  trees.  But  there 
are  no  cherries  in  Japan.  The  trees 
are  just  a  hoax. 

For  a  long  time  the  Japs  (inci- 
dentally,   peoples    from    Japan    are 
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"Japs'  but  those  from  Lapland  are 
"Lapps."  which  hardly  seems  fair. 
They  ought  to  add  a  "P"  to  the 
Japanese  or  take  one  from  the  Lap- 
landers. This  would  make  a  good 
subject  for  a  master's  thesis)  have 
been  looking  at  China  and  wonder- 
ing. "Why."  they  reasoned,  "can't 
we  m;ke  our  population  a  little 
thinner  by  slicing  off  some  of  China 
and  making  theirs  a  little  thicker.^" 


Neck  and   Neck  on  the  Last  Lap 

While  this  has  been  going  on  the 
Chinese  have  been  looking  at  Japan 
and  not  doing  anything.  The 
Chinese  do  nothing  much  except 
eat  and  pray.  Their  national  motto 
is  "Kyang  chuck  lee,"  which  trans- 
lated means  "Bread  and  Buddah." 
7  he  Japanese  believe  in  the 
League  of  Nations,  the  Kellogg  pact, 
jiu-jitsu,  and  getting  what  you 
want.  Thev  are  divided  into  two 
classes,  militaristic  and  non-mili- 
taristic. (They  are  also  divided  into 
men  and  women,  but  what  business 
is  that  of  yours,  you  evil-minded 
thing,  you.  i  When  the  pacifists  are 
in  power  the  Japs  build  ships  and 


guns.  When  the  militarists  are  in 
power  they  use  them.  The  mili- 
tarists are  in  power  now,  due  to  the 
coup  d'etat  of  the  fifth  Brumaire. 

Before  the  Japs  started  out  to 
chisel  a  little  enamel  off  China 
they  had  to  have  an  excuse.  This 
is  known  as  diplomacy.  They 
finally  found  one.  A  Jap  sent  his 
son.  one  Huang  by  name,  to 
China.  He  was  the  kind  of  a  boy  who 
throws  snowballs  at  silk  hats,  and 
the  fact  that  there  are  no  silk  hats  or 
snow  in  China  made  him  sulky.  He 
got  worse  and  worse.  One  day  a 
Chinese  youth  was  telling  him  how 
his  grandmother  had  been  hung  in 
the  Big  City.  "Shanghai?"  asked 
the  Japanese  boy.  This  immediately 
provoked  a  riot,  and  little  Huang 
was  pulled  around  quite  violently 
in  the  excitement.  The  father,  angry 
at  having  his  Huang  pulled  around, 
went  to  see  the  police.  The  police, 
angry  at  being  awakened,  sent  him 
to  the  mayor.  The  mayor  heard  the 
lacts.  but  when  the  father  told  him 
the  Shanghai  pun  he  didn't  smile. 
It  didn't  even  get  a  rice  out  of  him. 

So  the  Jap  and  his  little  Huang 
went  back  to  Japan,  and  relations 
between  the  two  countries  became 
strained.  The  American  fleet  landed 
ai  Tokyo  for  shore  leave.  Some  time 
later  so  many  girls  had  to  leave 
town  that  some  place  had  to  be 
found  for  them.  The  Japs  landed 
a  fleet  and  started  in  to  take  Man- 
churia.   The  Chinese  resented  this. 

The  tocsin  had  now  been  sound- 
ed. The  Japanese  ministry  called  in 
his  admiral,  Hiroshito,  and  asked 
him  what  the  boys  were  doing. 
Hiroshito  said  not  much  except  ogle 
at  pretty  American  tourists  ( fe- 
male). So  the  minister  said  they 
might  as  well  go  to  Shanghai. 
Hiroshito  set  sail  in  his  flagship, 
the  Hiroshito.  and  several  thousand 
sailors,   also  called  Hiroshitos    (.not 
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She:   "Did   you   get  your  letter   In  the 

mail-box?" 
He:  "Ne— in  football." 

exactly,  but  they  all  sound  that 
way) .  set  sail  with  him. 

Naturally  this  made  the  other 
sailors  jealous,  so  the  British  fleet 
started  for  Shanghai,  too.  When 
this  news  reached  America  it  threw 
things  into  a  furor,  so  the  American 
fleet  was  sent  to  China.  "We  must 
all  Shanghai  together,  or  we  will 
Shanghai  separately,"  said  Mellon, 
with  a  merry  twinkle  in  his  eye, 
whereupon  Hoover  sent  him  to 
London  as  ambassador.  The  Eng- 
lish can't  see  a  joke  anyway. 

Hiroshito  then  ordered  his  men  to 
take  Chapei,  which  is  Chinese 
for  Changhai,  only  shorter.  The 
Chinese,  being  dammed  clever, 
couldn't  see  just  why  the  hell  any- 
one should  want  Chapei  (they  have 


had  it  for  centuries  and  haven't  been 
able  to  make  anything  out  of  it), 
fought  back.  Several  bombs  fell  in 
the  International  Settlement,  the 
neutral  zone,  where  the  English, 
American,  French,  and  Italian 
marines  were  lying  behind  sand 
bags  posing  for  the  Hearst  papers. 
Ronald  Colman  was  arrested  for 
walking  down  the  street  after  dark, 
and  Will  Rogers  left  for  Europe. 
But  Floyd  Gibbons  kept  hanging 
around  so   the  war  had   to   go  on. 

There  were  now  3,000  Japanese 
troops  in  Shanghai  so  the  Chinese 
evened  up  matters  by  sending 
30,000  troops  in  from  the  prov- 
inces, where  they  had  gone  for  the 
winter  Mah  Jong  season.  The  Jap- 
anese conquered  Manchuria,  but  the 
Manchurians,  who  are  always  starv- 
ing to  death  anyway,  didn't  partic- 
ularly care. 

In  the  meantime,  Hiroshito  and 
his  chief  aide,  Hiroshito,  kept  firing 
guns  and  dropping  bombs.  America. 
Britain.  France  and  the  League  of 
Nations  kept  writing  notes  to 
Japan,  but  apparently  the  mail 
doesn't  always  go  through  in 
Japan,  and  no  answers  came.  The 
Chinese,  not  knowing  who  they 
were  fighting  anyway,  got  dis- 
gusted and  edged  away,  since  they 
do  everything  sideways  anyhovv'. 
Things  were  in  a  pretty  bad  mess 
a.s  this  article  was  written,  as  you 
can  probably  tell.  God  knows  I  can. 
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Dizzy:  "Was  he  surprised  when  you 
said  you  wanted  to  marry  his 
daughter?" 

Dippy:  "Was  he?  The  gun  almost  fell 
out  of  his  hand." 


Anyhow,  about  that  time  Palmer 
and  Leach  started  a  boycott  and  this 
made  everybody  see  the  futility  of 
the  whole  war.  At  least  it  made  me 
see  it.  In  fact.  I  am  going  to  end 
this  article  right  now,  and  start 
tearing  pieces  of  paper  into  small 
bits.  Anyway  it's  the  first  pseudo- 
funny  article  written  on  the  subject 
that  doesn't  mention  laundrymen. 
That's  something.  Or  isn't  it?  I'm 
sure  I  don't  know — or  care. 


A  Post  Hell-Week  Date 


Eroli  Wilk/  . 
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She    was    only    the    porter's    off- 
spring,    which     explains     why    she 
never  carried  things  very  far. 
-«-»* 

"Tsk.    tsk!  "    tsk-ed   the   elevator 
man  as  the  coed  stepped  out  at  the 
seventh  floor,  "and  to  think  that  I 
brought  that  little  huzzy  up!" 
♦-»-• 

Look    at    that    dam'    mule    over 
there  making  a  jackass  of  himself! 
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Engaged  Girl:  "Dammit.  John, 
you've  soiled  my  new  frock." 

.John's  mother  (from  the  next 
room)  :  "John,  dear,  do  you  think 
that's  nice?" 

John:  "Oh,  sorta,  but  it's  get- 
ting awfully  stale." 


"The  doctor  will  see  you  inside," 
said  the  nurse  as  she  helped  the 
patient  onto  the  operating  table. 


Him:   "Why  don't  you   use  that  comb 
fhat  I   gave  you?" 

Her:   "I    like   if   so   much    I    can't   part 
with  it." 

THE  CHEMIST'S  PSALM 

Mr.  Evans  is  my  Chem  prof;  I 
shall  not  pass. 

He  maketh  me  to  do  experiments 
and  balance  equations:  he  leadeth 
me  among  the  strong  acids. 

He  destroyeth  my  sense  of  smell; 
he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  chem- 
istry for  his  name's  sake. 

Yea.  though  I  walk  through  the 
laboratories  of  old  N.  U.,  I  shall 
fear  more  evil,  for  he  is  with  me; 
his  test  tubes  and  beakers  discom- 
fort me. 

He  bombardcth  me  with  ques- 
tions in  the  presence  of  mine  class- 
mates: he  anointcth  my  head  with 
slams:  my  eye  runneth  over. 

Surely  atoms  and  molecules  shall 
follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life: 
and  I  will  dwell  in  the  Chem  lab 
forever. 

(Neccssarilv)   Anonymous 


"That's  the  guy  I'm  laying  for," 
said  the  mason  as  his  boss  passed  by. 


1  call  my  girl  "Imported," 
she  was  "Made  in  France!" 


1st  Girl:  "I've  been  going  v/lth  Fred  for  two  weeks  nov/  and  he  has  not  kissed  And  if  all  women  are  known  as 

"^^  y^^-  puzzles,    shall    we    call     an    angry 

2nd    Broad:   "Don't  worry — look   how   long   the   bee  takes  to   make    his   honey."  woman  a  cross  word  puzzle? 
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she:  "I  kissed  John  in  the  bay  window 

last  night." 
He:    "I    didn't   think  you'd    stoop  that 

low. 

"Did  God  make  you,  Daddy?" 
"Certainly,  sonny." 
"Did  He  make  me.  too?" 
"Of   course,    why?" 
"Well,    He's    doing    better    right 
along,  isn't  He?" 


"Sweetheart,  your  legs  are  like 
white  columns.  Your  arms  are  as 
smooth  and  curved  as  carved  mar- 
ble. Your  shoulders  are  as  soft  as 
new  velvet.  Your — " 

"It  makes  no  difference,  dearie.  I 
just  don't  wrestle  I" 


Diner:     "'Waiter,     this     soup    is 
spoiled." 

Waiter:    'Who  told  you?" 

Diner:    "A  little  swallow." 
♦  »  » 

"Did  you  see  me  come  in?" 

"Yes." 

"Have  you  ever  seen  me  before?" 

"No." 

"Well,  how  did  you  know  it  was 
me?" 


Somebody.  He  says  I'm  pleasure 
bent. 

Else.  You  don't  look  bow- 
legged  to  me. 


Salome,  the  first  woman  to  dis- 
cover the  relation  between  gauze  and 
effect. 

"Blue  Baboon." 


ERROR? 

Grandma:  "I  feel  much  better  to- 
day, I  don't  think  my  appendix  will 
have  to  be  removed.  But  it  was 
nice  of  the  minister  to  call  and  see 
me." 

Daughter:  "But.  mother,  that 
wasn't  the  new  minister  who  called 
to  see  you,  that  was  a  specialist  from 
the  city  who  examined  you." 

Grandma:  "Oh I  He  was  a  doc- 
tor, was  he?  I  thought  he  was  a 
little  familiar  for  a  minister." 


It  wasn't  the  liquor  that  killed  old 
Ben: 
Nor    women     that    stopped     his 
breath — 
'Twas  an   Austin   somebody   drove 
up  his  leg 
And  ticked  old  Ben  to  death. 

"We  want  a  girl  to  sell  kisses  at 
the  bazaar.  Have  you  had  any  ex- 
perience?" 

"I  went  to  college." 
"You're  hired." 


Housewife     (to    garbage    man): 
Am  I  too  late  for  the  garbage? 
G.   M. :   No,  ma'am:  jump  right 


'Whither  goest  thou,  little  flea?" 
'To  the  dogs." 


TIMES  CHANGE 
The  Puritan  had  his  blunderbus 
-today  we  have  the  baby  carriage. 
M.  I.  T.  •■Voo  Doo." 


"Has     the     depression      hit     the 
churches?" 

"Why  even  the  wages  of  sin  have 
been  reduced.  " 

Penn.  State  "Froth." 


A  Doctor's  Son   at  College   Studying   to    Be   a    Flzzician 
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The  Stage  at  Eve 

By  Ruth  Walliser 


By  the  time  you  folks  out  there 
behind  the  footHghts  read  this,  the 
new  semester  will  have  been  safely 
baptised,  christened  and  over-cut. 
but  just  now  we  feel  as  though  we 
were  doubling  in  brass  as  we  lay 
aside  "The  Seaching  Mind  of 
Greece"  for  the  searching  fingers  of 
a  bum  typist.  However,  we  always 
did  have  a  soft  spot  in  our  brain 
for  this  job.   so   here  are — 

FATA  MORGANA— The  Har- 
ris. A  Dramatic  League  Show,  and 
the  Dramatic  League  has  bulls-eyed 
more  times  this  season  than  most 
theatres  have  even  hit  the  target. 
With  "Payment  Deferred."  "The 
House  Beautiful"  "Mrs.  Moon- 
ligln  '  and  others.  Chicago  has  al- 
ways had  at  least  one  bright  spot 
in  a  rather  dusky  season.  Fata 
Morgana  is  a  sextravagant  drama 
of  the  Hungarian  Puszta  or  plains. 
A  simple,  middle  class  family  has 
gone  to  town  for  a  dance,  leaving 
the  student  son  home  with  his 
books.  Enters  a  tempting  married 
relation  from  the  big  city  who 
whiles  away  her  time  on  the  lad 
when  she  finds  the  family  are  not 
home.  George  lays  aside  his  book- 
learning  for  some  first-hand  infor- 
mation and  gets  it.  Unfortunately, 
it  is  his  first  affair  and  he  takes  it  a 
bit  more  seriously  than  the  lady, 
with  embarrassing  consequences  for 
all  concerned.  The  lady  is  played 
with  an  enthusiastic  voluptuousness 
by  Ara  Gerald,  a  red-headed  en- 
chantress from  Australia.  Morgan 
Farley  plays  the  youth  who  is 
played  by  the  lady,  if  you  get  what 
we  mean.  We'll  call  the  play  des- 
sert on  this  month's  dramatic  menu. 
(Fata  Morgana  means  mirage,  just 
in  case.) 

GRAND  HOTEL  —Grand 
Opera  House.  In  spite  of  all  the 
good  publicity,  this  i.s  really  a  good 
play.  Made  from  'Vicki  Baum's 
novel,   it   combines   the   rapid   story 
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of  the  book  with  a  set  of  thorough- 
ly good  characterizations.  The  re- 
volving stage — you  can't  see  it  re- 
volve, but  it  does — is  something  to 
which  we  can  point  with  pride,  and 
which  the  movies  may  well  view 
with  alarm.  It  gives  astonishing 
variety  and  range  of  action  to  a 
stage  show.  Eugenie  Leontovich. 
looking  and  speaking  vaguely  like 
Greta  Garbo,  plays  the  part  of  a 
ballet-dancer  who  has  gone  hay- 
wire and  is  sick  of  living.  Into  her 
loom,  on  robbery  bent,  comes  the 
handsome  Baron  von  Gaigern. 
They  fall  in  love,  in  which  condi- 
tion they  stay  until  the  light-fin- 
gered noble-man  is  shot  by  a  cap- 
tain of  industry  whom  he  tries  to 
rob. 

At  least  ten  or  fifteen  strands  of 
story  run  through  the  play,  all  set 
in  the  luxurious  rooms  and  lobbies 
of  the  "Grand  Hotel."  Sam  JaflFe 
as  a  young  clerk,  out  to  have  his 
fiing  before  an  incurable  disease 
carries  him  off.  is  feelingly  pathetic 
and  goofy  in  his  part.  Flaemmchen. 
acted  by  Paula  Trueman,  is  a  pleas- 
ing morsel  whose  moral  code  has  a 
common  denominator  of  dollars  and 
cents.  She  helps  the  clerk  while 
away  his  hours,  and  provides  a 
stimulating  moment  for  both  the 
captain  of  industry  and  the  audi- 
ence. "Grand  Hotel"  and  "Payment 
Deferred"  are  the  only  two  shows 
to  rate  A  from  us  so  far  this  season. 

SAMSON  AND  DELILAH  — 
at  the  Adelphi  —  provides  the 
anomolous  situation  of  one  of  the 
best  actors  and  drooliest  plays  of 
the  year.  Jacob  Ben-Ami,  acclaimed 
by  assorted  critics  as  the  "greatest 
actor  of  his  inches  on  the  English- 
speaking  stage"  is  really  something 
of  the  sort.  But  the  play  was  too 
frequently  reminiscent  of  "East 
Lynne"  portrayed  by  Billy  Bryant's 
Showboat.  The  idea  is  fine:  an 
intellectual  Samson  whose  aesthetic 


strength  is  clipped  by  a  philander- 
ing Delilah,  and  whose  artistic  eyes 
were  put  there  by  a  Philistine  Interior 
decorator,  the  third  man  in  the  ring. 
Ben-Ami  portrays  the  poet-play- 
wright with  fire  and  feeling,  and 
Francelia  Waterberry  as  Delilah,  is 
one  of  the  most  completely  beauti- 
ful women  we  have  seen  on  the 
stage  in  a  long  time — and  one  cer- 
tainly manages  to  see  a  great  deal 
of  her.  literally.  And  although 
some  rather  flat  situations  keep  Ben- 
Ami  from  making  the  play  a  real 
event,  one  can't  judge  him  by  his 
dramatic  clothes.  After  all,  many 
a  patched  pair  of  pants  hides  an 
honest  heart. 

Marching  By  goes  marching  on 
at  the  Great  Northern  following  in 
the  location  and  tradition  of  Stu- 
dent Prince  and  Desert  Song.  It 
boasts  a  full  complement  of  bril- 
liant uniforms,  bright  tunes  and 
well-known  jokes.  If  you  like  your 
war  with  Banner  and  Bugle  instead 
of  Mud  and  Melancholy.  Marching 
By  makes  a  stirring  story  out  of 
the  opening  1914  encounter  be- 
tween Austrians  and  Russians.  Guy 
Robertson,  as  an  Austrian  lieu- 
tenant, is  in  love  with  Countess 
Anna,  portrayed  by  Natalie  Hall. 
She  follows  him  to  the  front  where 
both  are  captured  by  Russians, 
brought  to  the  verge  of  Death  and 
Dishonor  through  several  scenes 
and  finally  rescued  by  the  Austrians 
in  time  for  the  finale.  The  comic 
relief  is  supplied  by  Solly  Ward,  a 
comedian  who  took  his  under- 
graduate work  in  burlesque  on  the 
East  Side  of  New  York,  and  was 
later  promoted  into  the  musical 
comedy  ranks.  He  conducts  a  sem- 
inar in  wise-cracking  that  runs  the 
full  range  from  pink  to  dark 
brown.  Ethel  Norris.  tiny  come- 
dienne, gives  one  of  the  finest  per- 
formances of  its  kind  we  have  ever 
seen  in  musical  comedy,  and 
Leonard  Ceelcy  is  handsome, 
wicked  and  tuneful.  The  music 
is  adequate,  although  not  remark- 
able, and  the  plot  is  full  of  action. 
Not  a  great  show,  but  a  good 
show,  if  you  like  to  be  par- 
simonious with  your  adjectives. 
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^^hen  three's 
not  a  crowd 


When  there's  an  important  selling  job  to  be  done,  after  hours, 
on  some  moonlit  roadway,  or  shadowy  campus  drive,  nothing  gets 
you  off  to  a  better  start  than  one  of  those  new  sport  roadsters 
being  built  by  Chevrolet. 

The  front  seat  has  plenty  of  room  for  the  great  American  blonde, 
yourself,  and  several  tons  of  raccoon  coat — as  well  as  a  second 
blonde,  if  you  believe  in  numbers.  Then,  if  some  offensive  male 
decides  that  he'll  go  along  too,  there's  a  pleasantly  remote  rumble 
seat,  where  he  can  be  placed  in  cold  storage  indefinitely. 

In  addition — with  Syncro-Mesh  and  Free  Wheeling,  you  can  let 
the  car  practically  drive  itself.  Chevrolet's  six-cylinder  motor  runs 
so  noiselessly  that  you  can  put  across  your  personality  without 
using  a  gold-lined  megaphone. 

And  just  as  the  Chevrolet  Six  never  cramps  your  technique,  it 
never  cramps  the  allowance,  either.  Gas,  oil,  and  servicings  can 
be  paid  for,  with  plenty  of  change  left  over  for  cover  charges  and 
refreshments.  And  as  for  first-cost — well,  bless  your  soul — just 
snap  on  the  bifocals  and  take  a  look  to  the  right! 

NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 

The  Great  American  Value  for  jpj2 


The  Sport  Roadster,  $495 

Twenty  beautiful  new  modi-ls,      j^— -.  %y'/' 

at    prices    ranging    from  i/j  000 

All  prices  /.  o.  b.  Flint,  Mich.,  special  equipment  extra.  Lo:f 
delivered  prices  and  easy  C  M.  A.  C.  terms.  Chevrolet  Motor 
Company,    Detroit,    Michigan.      Division    of  General   Motors. 
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BcniNia 

and 

UMMDIiNl 

Say  that — 

THIS  BALL  PROMISES  TO  FURNISH  ONE 
EVENING  DURING  YOUR  COLLEGE 
LIFE  THAT  YOU  WILL  REMEMBER 

Courtes'y  of  Jerrem^s 


^^ 


Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  always  a  satisfaction 

Because    you    serve    yourself — 
leisurely  or  hastily,  as  you  wish. 

Because  you  can  be  sure  of  a  wide 
selection    of    really    good    food. 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

THE  DAILY  THRILL 
She:    "Does  she  dress  welH" 
Him:      "I     don't     know.        She 
plugged  up  the  key  hole." 

Boston  "Beanpot." 

Elderly    woman    with    six    chil- 
dren boards  car. 

Friendly  conductor:  Hello!  Is  this 
a  picnic  or  are  they  yours  i" 

E.     W. :     They     are     mine     and 
you   can   rest  assured  that   it  is   no 
picnic. 

Georgia  Tech.  "Yellow  Jacket." 

Young    Man:    I    want    to   buy    a 
diamond  ring. 

Salesman:    Yes.    sir.    how   would 
you  like  to  buy  one  of  our  combina- 
tion    sets:     Three     pieces — engage- 
ment, wedding,  and  teething? 

Reserve  "Red  Cat." 

He  (as  they  drove  along  a  lonely 
road) — "You   look   lovelier   to   me 
every  minute.     Do  you  know  what 
that's  a  sign  of?" 

She — "Sure.  You're  about  to  run 
out  of  gas." 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 
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"Won't  you  give  me  one  more 
chance?"  the  youth  pleaded. 

"No,"  she  answered  firmly.  "It's 
no  use.  Every  time  you  promise 
faithfully  to  do  better,  and  every 
time  you  fail.  It's  your  besetting 
sin.     This  is  the  end." 

"But  this  time  I  will  do  better. 
I'll  never  fail  you  again." 

"That's  your  same  old  story. 
No.  Once  and  for  all,  I'll  never 
go  around  with  a  fellow  who  gets 
so  drunk  that  he  can't  carry  me 
home." 

Cornell  "Widow." 


And  why  did  the  bloodhounds 
give  up  the  hunt  for  little  Eva? 

"Voice  from  the  rear:  They  tell 
me  she  was  anemic. 

Georgia  Tech.    "Yellow  Jacket." 

Her  lips  began  to  quiver  as  they 
neared  mine.  My  whole  body 
quivered  as  I  looked  into  her  big, 
blue  eyes.  Her  frame  trembled  as 
our  lips  met,  but  then  the  calamity 
came — the  feathers  on  her  new 
Eugenic  got  me  in  the  eye. 

Penn.   "Punch  Bowl." 


Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with 

me  now. 
The  sheep's  in    the    meadow,     the 

hay's  in  the  cow, 
Little   Boy   Blue   has     found     your 

corn. 
And     Little    Red     Riding     Hood's 

pants  are  torn, 

Oklahoma  "Whirlwind." 


Dean  of  "Women:  "Young  lady, 
your  dress  barely  covers  your 
body." 

B.  B.  D.:  ""Well,  what's  the  mat- 
ter with  my  body." 

Oklahoma  " Aggievator." 

Eyes   of   glass. 

Teeth  of  clay — 
Peroxide  blonde — 

She's  phoney  that  way. 

Tennessee   "Mugwump." 
■  >  * 

He:  Do  you  really  think  there's 
danger   in   kissing? 

She:  Wait  until  I  see  if  the  folks 
are  up. 

North  Carolina  "Watauqan." 


She — I'm  afraid  I'm  just  a  mis- 
take. 

He — Well,  we  all  make  mistakes. 
Penn.   "Punch  Bowl." 


^i^,X£^a 


SMOOTH 
or  SHAGGY 


^HICH  shall  it  be?  The  good  old  grads 
are  attacking  the  Eastern  colleges  and  call- 
ing names.  It  all  came  about  because  their 
football  teams  didn't  win.  If  you  want  to 
know  why,  read  HENRY  MOTON  ROBIN- 
SON'S defense  of  the  effete  Princetonian  in 
the  March  COLLEGE  HUMOR. 

Darrell  Ware  again  writes  a  smooth  story  about 
LITTLE  BLACK  CLOUD,-  and  the  smoothest 
novelist  of  them  all,  DONALD  HENDERSON 
CLARKE,  has  turned  out  a  serial  especially  for 
us  concerning  "Baby  Face,"  gangster's  son  and 
college  man. 

Other  smooth  stories  complete  an 
issue  that  is  a  tribute  to  the  campus. 


College  Humor 

IM    4    G    A    Z    I    N     E 


TWENTY-NINE 


P  U  R  P  L  E/:<S^P  A  R  R  O  1 


IHl©W:  =  ONLY  $3       WH  111.1  :=ARAGON 


WHilNI: 


■8:30  P.  M.  on  FRIDAY 

to  2:00  A.  M.  on  SATURDAY 


WIHIY:  =  1.  CHARITY 

2.  Your  Own  Pleasure 


WHAT: 


'1.  DANCE 

2.    Be  with  the  many  Celebrities 

3.  DINE  IF  YOU  WANT 

4.  ?  -  ?  -  UP  TO  YOU 

Courtesy  of  ORRINGTON  HOTEL 


Mr.  Dollar  (Arriving  at  a  dinner 
party  with  family):  Please  an- 
nounce Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dollar  and 
daughter. 

New  Butler:  (Announcing  in 
loud  voice )  :    Three  bucks. 

Southern  California  "Wampus." 


you 


Crabby      Patient:      Are 
trained   nurse? 

Nurse:   Why,  certainly  I  am. 

Crabby  I^atient:  Then  let's  see 
you  do  some  tricks. 

Southern   California   "Wampus." 

»  >  * 

Modern  kissing  ain't  no  worse 
than  holding  hands  used  to  be.  It 
ain't  what  you  do  that  counts — it's 
the  way  it  makes  you  feel. 

Southern  California  "Wampus." 


Should   a   father  of 


"Dear 

5  5  marry  again.'" 

"No,   that's  enough  children   for 
any  man." 

Georgia  Tech.   "Yellow  Jacket." 


The  P.  E.  Department  gave  out 
statistics  the  other  day  to  the  effect 
that  a  co-ed  is  only  as  strong  as  her 
weakest  moment. 

Washington   "Columns." 

THIRTY 


She:  "Oh,  Henry,  there's  a  bug 
down  my  back," 

He:  "Aw.  cut  it  out.  Those 
jokes  were  alright  before  we  were 
married." 

Exchange. 


And  there's    the    happy    bounding 

flea — 
You  cannot  tell  the  he  from  she. 
The  sexes  look  alike,  you  see: 
But  she  can  tell,  and  so  can  he! 

Texas    "Battalion." 


A  bachelor  is  a  guy  who  didn't 
have  a  car  when  he  was  young. 

Boston  "Beanpot." 


She:  And  you  mean  to  tell  me 
you   laughed   in   the   face  of   death.' 

He:  Laugh.'  I  thought  I  would 
die. 

Anapolis  "Log." 

^     1     ^ 

"Pawdon  me.  Mrs.  Astor.  but 
that  never  would  have  happened  if 
you  hadn't  stepped  between  me  and 
the  spittoon." 

Exchange. 


The    Collegiate    Distress    Signal: 
$  o  $ 
Colorado  "Do  Do." 


Darkie — "I  wants  a  marriage 
certificate." 

Clerk  (noticing  three  kids  with 
him) — "Whose  children  are  these?" 

Darkie — "They're   mine." 

Clerk — "But  why  did  you  wait 
until  you  had  a  family  before  you 
got  married.'" 

Darkie — "Sorry,    boss,     but     the 

roads  out  our  way  are  shore  bad." 

Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


"Hi  there,  big  boy,  how'd  you 
like  a  red  hot  date  with  a  cute  little 
devil.'" 

"Fine  baby.   O.  K." 

"Go  to  hell,  big  boy,  go  to  hell." 
Buffalo  "Bison." 


"Do  you  like  short  skirts,  Mike?" 
"Naw,    they   get   lipstick   on    me 
shoit   when   I  dance  wit   'em." 

Princeton  "Tiaer." 


"What  udder  nonsense."  said  the 
cow  as  the  farmer  approached  with 
a  bucket. 

Arizona  "Kitty-Kat." 


"At    a    dance — Reach    for    your 

sweetie,  if  she's  there  you're  Lucky.  ' 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 
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THE  EVOLUTION  OF 
A  PROPOSITION 
Frosh:   Let's  go  to  a  show. 
Soph:   Howdja  Hke  to  take  in  a 
coupla  house  dances.'' 

Junior:    Come   on     over    to    the 
house. 

Senior:    I   got   an   apartment — . 
Illinois  "Siren." 


CONFIDENTIAL 
A  bachelor  is  a  man   who  never 
has  any  children  to  speak  of. 

Carolina  "Buccaneer." 


Here's  to  a  gal 
I'm  gonna  kill. 

She  never  does 
But  always  will. 
New  York 


"Medley. 


"Did  you  give  our  daughter  that 
copy  of  "What  Every  Girl  Should 
Know?"  asked  Dad. 

"Yes,"  replied  mother,  despond- 
ently, "and  she's  written  a  letter  to 
the  author  suggesting  a  couple  of 
dozen  corrections  and  the  addition 
of  two  new  chapters." 

Boston    "Beanpot." 

"When  do  you  want  to  get  mar- 
ried?" 

"Well,  if  all  goes  well  we  won't 
get  hooked  up  for  a  couple  of  years 
yet." 

Pennsylvania  "Punch  Bowl." 

■  I  i> 

He:  "Something  seems  to  be 
wrong  with  this  engine  it    .  ,  .." 

She:  "Don't  be  foolish,  wait  un- 
til we  get  off  this  main  road." 

Washington    "Dirge." 

IT'S  IN  THE  AIR 

Conversationalist  (  woman): 
"Do  you  still  believe  that  the  stork 
carries  'em?" 

Man  of  few  words:  "Oh,  no, 
they  come  in  airplanes  now  —  an 
airplane  means  one  —  duoplane 
means  two — triplane  means  three." 

Con:  "Oh,  dear  me.  I  must  hurry 
home." 

Man:   "But  why?" 

Con:  "A  zepplin  just  flew  over 
my  house." 

Reserve   "Red  Cat." 


"What  is  it,"  asked  the  teacher, 
"that  binds  us  together  and  makes 
us  better  than  we  are  by  nature?" 

"Corsets,  sir,"  piped  a  wise  little 
girl  of  eight. 

Boston  "Beanpot." 


•    INE  AND  DANCE 

LIMEHOUSE 

1561    Howard  St.     East   of   "•" 


NORTHWESTERN 
students  find  the 
Limehouse  a  de- 
lightful and  con- 
venient place  to 
take  their  dates. 

Only  five  minutes 
from  campus. 

No  Cover  Charge 

Minimum  Service  75c 

Saturday  $1.00 


BARNEY 
RICHARDS 

AND    HIS 

ORCHESTRA 

Popular 
Jfortli    Shore 
Entertainers 

LIMITED 
ENGAGEMENT 


Uncle  Bill's  Book  Shelf 

IT  fastens  on  the  wall  holding  60  or 
more  books.  A  wonderful  place  to  'M 

put  otlier  things  too,  and  takes  no  room      w  liKLj 

on  the  tiooi.  Serves  a  real  purpose  in  

any  house — and  of  particular  utility — 

IN  COLLEGE  ROOMS 

Finely  made  in  natural  birch,  walnut,  maple 
and  mahogany  finishes  at  $5  — and  in  mandarin 
red,  leaf  greon,  pastel  blue  and  Colonial  buff 
enamel  atj^,  —  postpaiil  ready  to  put  on  yourwali. 

Dimensions,  q6"  x  %z"  x  5" 
UNCLE    BILL'S   BOOK  SHELF  COMPANY 
Depl.  D  1J5  S.  15th  Street  Phila.,  Pa. 

__  Splendid  commission  proposi- 

/\  CTfiTI  TS ''""  ^'"^  representatives  in  col- 

*  *'^  l>-gc  towns.  Write  tor  details. 


To  be^  or  not  to  be? 

That   is   NOT  the   question    here. 

QUESTION:  Have  you  gotten  into  the  habit  of 
reading     "ads"    in    your    student    publications? 

Have  you  got  the  habit  of  patronizing  THE 
printer    who    advertises   with    you? 

GET   THE    HABIT    OF    PATRONIZING 

Kap  s  Print  Shop 

806  Post  Office  PI.  Tel.  UNI.  0733 
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Sherlock  Holmes, 

RENOWNED  MAN-HUNTER 
and  SLEUTH  ... 


Thi.'i  photograph  tvas  taken 
as  Mr.  Holmes  peeked  frotn 
his  door  in  answer  to  our 
knock.  And  we  discovered 
that  this  part  of  Mr. 
Holmes  was  all  that  ynat- 
tered.  When  ice  entered  his 
room  we  coidd  see  nothing 
more  of  him.  He  was  dis- 
guising himself  as  an  in- 
visible ha  ii'pin  and  ha  d 
coTYipleted  tlie  lower  part 
of  his   body. 


Mr.  Holmes  says: 
''It  doesn  't  take  the  eye 
of  a  detective  to  find 
quality  in  HoLLlSTER 
Printing  . . . 


"I've  lieeii  called  upon  to  solve  some 
puzzling'  problems.  Finding'  a  needle  in 
a  ha3-stack,  how  high  is  up  and  where 
does  a  light  go  when  it  goes  out.  On 
i0ne  occasion  I  was  called  upon  to  select 
a  capable  printer. 

"  'Mr.  Holmes,'  said  my  client,  'here  are 
specimens  of  printing:  choose   for  me,' 

"One  piece  stood  out.  The  whole  jol> 
showed  careful  production.  My  client 
agreed  with  me. 

"Then  my  deductive  powers  went  tp 
work.  'There's  only  one  firm  I  know 
of  that  takes  such  pains  with  a  job. 
That  firm  is  Lloyd  Hollister  Inc.,'  1 
remarked, 

"  'Alarvelous,'  said  vay  client.  'This  is  a 
Hollister   sample!' 

"Let  me  re-echo  ni}-  statenient,  'it  does 
not  take  a  magnifying  glass  or  a  detec- 
tive's eye  to  see  the  care  that  goes  into 
Hollister  I'rinting,'  Anyone  can  spot 
it  with  half  an  eye," 


Lloyd  Hollister  Inc. 


1232  Central  Ave. 


Wilmette 


Rod  Smith:  "Wat'cha  been 
drinking?" 

Bob  Rope:   "Carbona." 

Rod  Smith:  "My  Gawd,  man- 
that's  cleaning  fluid," 

Bob  Rope:  "Yeah,  I  had  spotsh 
in  front  of  my  eyes." 

"Skipper." 

" — and   after    we're   married    I'll 
gently  take  your  hand  in  mine." 
"Yes,  yes — go  on.  Then  what?" 
"Then,  I'll  twist  it  'till  you  drop 
the  revolver."    (the  old  meany!) 

Bloomington  "Bored  Walk." 

Driver  of  car  (unfamiliar  with 
the  road)  :  "I  take  the  next  turn, 
don't  I?" 

Muffled  Male  Voice  from  the 
back  seat:  "Like  hell  you  do!" 

Dartmouth    "Jack-o-Lantern." 


Attendant:  A  boot,  madam?  ? 

Old  Lady:  Eh?  I  didn't  hear  you. 

Attendant:  Boot,  boot,  a  boot. 

Old  Lady:  See  her,  young  man, 
you  can't  try  your  jazz  songs  on 
me. 

Cornell  "Widow." 


Hello— Pi 


Guy   at  telephone 
Phi  house? 

Gal  at  telephone — Yeah — Pi  Phi 
house, 

Guy  at  phone — Wrong  number. 
Oklahoma  "Whirlwind." 


James    (in  restaurant  with  wife) 
— Hey,  waiter,  where's  my  honey? 

Waiter  —  Sorry,    sir,     but    she 
doesn't  work  here  any  more. 

Boston  " Beanpot." 


Swede:  Aye  vant  a  marriage  li- 
cense. My  name  is  Swanson  und 
my  girl's  name  is  Swanson. 

License  Clerk:   Relations? 

Swede:  Oh,  sir,  aye  couldn't  tell 
you  dat. 

Lehigh  "Burr." 

"Mamma,  where  doth  elephants 
come  from?  And  don't  try  to 
thtall  me  off  wiv  that  gag  about  the 
thtork." 

"Sniper." 

"Any  ice  today,   lady?" 
"No:    the    window    washer    was 
just   here." 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


A   Mormon    is   a    man    with    an 
exaggerated  idea  of  his  capacity. 

Washington  "Dirge." 


THIRTY-TWO 


LLOYD  HOLLISTER  INC- 


Engineering  skill. 

on  trial  at  the 
old  courthouse 


That   afternoon   fire   had  raged,  ^viping  out   much   of  the  business 
section,  reducing   the   telephone   building   to    smoking  ruins.    That 
night.  Western  Electric  men  were  at  work  converting  an  old  court- 
TmmMering!n'e^i"nEiM-        housc   iuto   a   tclephoue   exchange.    The   next   day   both   local    and 

trie  tvas  already  in  action. 

long  distance  communication  was  restored  in  the  stricken  town . . . 
©.Western  Electric  accepts  many  such  challenges  as  this.  Challenges 
that  put  to  the  test  the  engineering  skill  of  its  Installation  Depart- 
ment, that  call  into  play  the  resources  and  facilities  of  its  nationwide 

system  of  distribution,   d.  Backing  up  a  far-flung  line  of  communica- 
tion is  only  one  phase  of  Western  Electric''s  responsibility  to  the  Bell 
System.   Equally  important  is  the  purchasing  of  supplies  and  mate- 
Day  after  fire,  local  and        TisAs,  and  tlic  niauufac'ture  of  telcpliones  and  telephone  equipment. 

toll  tvrvice   was    restored. 

Western  Electric 

Manufacturers  .  .  .  Purchasers  .  .  .  Distributors 


Men  and  materials  were 
rushed  to  the  scene  from 
miles  around. 


SINCE     1882     FOR 


THE     ni:LL    SYSTEM 
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COBT..  1932.  The  American  Tobacco  Co. 


// 


Now  I  use  LUCKIES  only 


// 


POOR  UHLE  RICH  GIRL 

Sue  Carol's  wealth  was  a  hin- 
drance rather  than  a  help.  Holly- 
wood thought  she  was  ritzy,  but 
Sue  soon  proved  she  was  a  "regu- 
lar guy".  .  .  she  made  14  pictures 
her  very  first  year  .  .  .  her  latest 
is  UNIVERSAL'S  "GRAFT."  She 
has  reached  for  a  LUCKY  for  two 
years.  Not  a  farthing  wos  paid 
for  those  kind  words.  That's 
white  of  you,  Sue  Carol. 


"I  have  had  to  smoke  various  brands  of  cigarettes  in  pic- 
tures, but  it  was  not  until  1  smoked  Luckies  that  1  dis- 
covered the  only  cigarettes  that  did  not  irritate  my  throat* 
Now  I  use  Luckies  only.  The  added  convenience  of  your 
improved  Cellophane  wrapper 
that  opens  so  easily  is  grand," 


It's  toasted 


Your  throat  protection  — ogoinst  irritation  —  ogainst  cough 

And  Moisture-Proof  Cellophane  Keeps  that  "Toasted"  Flavor  Ever  Fresh 


